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PREFACE. MH/A 


These translations have been the agreeable labor of 
occasional hours of leisure. Several of them have at 
different times, during the last fifteen years, appeared in 
public journals, literary and religious, and the favorable 
mention made of some of them has induced me to collect 
those which have been published, and to add some others, 
including the Hymn of Hildebert to the Trinity. Of some 
of them, previous translations are numerous and excel- 
lent. 

In making this selection, my aim has been to bring 
together such a variety of hymns and topics as should, in 
small compass, exhibit the evangelical faith and character 
of those eminent and devout men, whoso light shone so 
purely in that period of Christianity which we call the 
Middle Ages ; their ideas of God and his attributes, of 
the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit ; their knowledge 
of the Scriptures; their exhaustive treatment of their 
topics, and their modes of thought and expression, so 
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simple and unpretentious. I was also especially influ- 
enced by a desire to exhibit that oneness of evangelical 
faith, and that Christian union in the great characteristic 
and essential elements of our holy religion, which enables 
us to acknowledge our brotherhood with these simple- 
minded, cultivated, and sanctified men, who devoted their 
lives to religion as it was presented by the Saviour and 
his sacred family, and their early successors, appealing to 
the heart instead of to the senses, and manifesting itself 
in great but simple and intelligible truths, and not in 
forms and rites, and ceremonies and vestments. I make 
little account of the fact that they may have believed 
something which I cannot believe, and may have used a 
ritual and liturgy which I disapprove. I never stop to 
think that the authors of the “Imitation of Christ,” of the 
“Holy Living and Dying,” of the “Pilgrim’s Progress,” 
held to points of faith, and used rites and modes of worship 
different from mine, any more than I do that the holy 
apostles themselves, who were with the Lord continually, 
and listened to those daily teachings which drew such 
crowds of hearers, and who saw all his miracles, were, 
even after the resurrection, still ignorant of the nature 
of his kingdom, of his sacrifice, and of his great salva- 
tion. 

I make no apology for the simplicity and naturalness 
of these translations. It would have been less laborious 
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and difficult, to make translations which, to certain tastes, 
would have been more agreeable, and would have seemed 
more poetical — expanded paraphrases — English hymns 
founded upon the Latin ones, intensified by epithets and 
ornamented with imagery. My own taste, however, 
found a great charm in the great simplicity and brevity 
of the originals, and I preferred to translate those striking 
qualities. I have accordingly kept the English version 
within the length of the Latin original, and have en- 
deavored to perform this task, certainly difficult, and 
sometimes said to be impossible, without sacrificing ease 
in versification, or the meaning and spirit of the original. 
How far I have succeeded must be left to the judgment 
of others. 

In most cases also I have adopted the stanza and 
measure of the original, and the double rhymes and dac- 
tylic terminations so common with those Latin hymnolo- 
gists. I do not share the opinion sometimes expressed, 
that in our language such rhymes are inconsistent with 
the dignity, gravity, and tenderness which may be ex- 
pressed by them in Latin, and without which sacred 
hymns would lose their character. To this opinion, per- 
haps, may be attributed the fact, that in the English 
version of the psalms by Dr. Watts, there are no double 
rhymes, except three couplets in his translation of tho 
Fiftieth Psalm, and in the versions of Tate and Brady, 
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and of Sternhold and Hopkins none, and that the earlier 
translations of the Dies Irai were made in single rhyme. 
Many of the more recent ones, however, are made with 
double rhyme, and I apprehend that the opinion is now 
general that the true spirit and solemnity of that great 
hymn are better exhibited in some of the double rhyme 
translations than they are in any others. When the line 
is trochaic, the trochaic ending preserves, instead of im- 
pairing, the tone and feeling of the lines — which may be 
expressive of any sentiment, however grave or tender. 
Many of the sweetest and most devotional hymns in our 
language, are in double rhyme, and I need refer only to 
the grace and dignity, as well as tenderness and strength, 
with which Wesley and Heber and others, use the double 
rhyme, to show the truth of these remarks. I am, 
indeed, by no means certain that the double rhyme may 
not in the end, prove to be the higher and better style of 
versification and rhythm. I incline to the belief that 
there is in it a more graceful cadence, a more flowing and 
easy transition, and a more unbroken harmony, than in 
the sometimes crisp and sharp ending of the single rhyme. 

It is surprising that Milton, who used rhyme with ad- 
mirable skill, should speak of it as the invention of a 
barbarous age, to set off wretched matter and lame metre. 
In the universality of rhyme, as in the further fact that it 
is peculiar neither to the rudeness of an early and bar- 
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barous age, nor to the over-refined ingenuity of a late 
and artificial one, but runs through whole literatures, we 
find its best defence, and the evidence that it lies deep in 
our human nature, since otherwise so many peoples 
would not have lighted upon it, or so inflexibly main- 
tained it ; for no people has ever adopted an accentual 
rhythm without also adopting rhyme, which only in weak 
and indistinct beginnings makes its first appearance, and 
with advancing refinement, poetical cultivation, and per- 
fection of language, rises to its highest excellence. It 
has been well said, that rhyme, well managed, is one of 
the most pleasing of all inventions for entertaining the 
mind — constantly raising expectation, and as often satis- 
fying it. The ear anticipates the sound without knowing 
what the sound would express. This expectation and its 
gratification are a constant pleasure, different from that 
conveyed by the thought, but always playing about it, 
and in harmony with it — like music, adorning and intensi- 
fying it. It is hardly to be believed that the classical 
versification could be native or vernacular to any people, 
and it is not more easy to believe, that if it had been 
natural to the Romans, it would have so easily retired 
before that rhythmical versification which supplanted it. 
It is worthy of remark, in this connection, that all those 
peoples, which in our day are spoken of as the Latin rice, 
to distinguish them from the Gothic and Sclavic races, 
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have their poetical literature characterized by rhythmical 
and accentual versification and by rhyme, and that the 
metres of Yirgil and Horace and Catullus have given 
place to rhyme and accent, even in the Italian peninsula. 

Of some of these hymns (some, indeed, which have 
been better translated by others) I have made more 
than one translation. Without assigning any satisfac- 
tory reason why I should thus be willing to come into 
comparison with others of established reputation, I may 
say that the reason which would induce me to make one 
translation might well induce me to make several — differ- 
ent tastes being gratified by various forms of presenting 
the same thoughts. As to the translations of the Dies 
Irce , I will also say that the second in order was published 
many years ago, before the thought of using English 
double rhyme for so serious a purpose, had entered my 
mind. The third was afterwards written in double rhyme, 
and, finally, the other was the result of an attempt to use 
nothing but the Gothic-English language, discarding en- 
tirely the use of Latin derivatives. This one being more 
agreeable to my taste, I have given it the first place. 

All these early Latin hymns were written before the 
invention of printing, and copies were often taken down 
from memory or learned from oral tradition, which, doubt- 
less, furnishes the reason why, sometimes, one or moro 
stanzas are omitted in some copies, and why the arrange- 
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ment of tho stanzas differs, in different copies of the same 
hymn. I have followed what seemed to me the best 
authority for the text, and I have not hesitated to adopt 
the arrangement of the stanzas which seemed to me the 
most forcible and beautiful. In like manner I have also 
substituted a word and changed the arrangement of words 
in a line, where the rhythm so plainly demanded it as to 
compel the belief that such was the author’s arrange- 
ment. 

I have preceded most of the hymns with a brief sketch 
of the supposed author, or a sort of argument of tho 
hymn, or brief commentary upon it. I am, however, 
far from believing that the authorship of them is thus 
attributed on sufficient evidence in all cases. There is 
nardly one that has not been attributed, with equal confi- 
dence, to more than one author, and there are few of them 
whose authorship can be considered as settled, on evidence. 

A word more as to the thread by which these hymns 
are here connected — so slight that, perhaps, it might not 
be perceived, unless it were pointed out. The Christian 
faith, life, and hope, founded upon the being and attri- 
butes of God; the birth, teachings, sufferings, death, 
resurrection, ascension, and commemoration of our Lord, 
and the gift of the Holy Spirit, are exhibited in the 
order which I have adopted, while the doctrines of faith 
and grace, and the spirit of devotion, animate the whole. 
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The careful and learned remarks of the Rev. Dr. .Wil- 
liams in his “Miscellanies,” p. 72, of Dr. Coles in his 
“Dies Irse,” of Dr. Schaff in his “New Stabat Mater,” 
of Dr. Neale in his “Mediaeval Hymns,” and, above all, 
the Preface, Introduction, and notes of Archbishop 
Trench in his “Sacred Latin Poetry,” are worthy of 
careful study by all who desire to be informed on the 
subject of Latin hymnology. I have read them with 
the greatest interest, and have borrowed much from them, 
as well in this preface as elsewhere, for which I desire 
to make this acknowledgment, because I have almost 
always neglected to do so in the text of my remarks. 
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HILDEBERT. 


Hildebert de Lavardin was a Frenchman. He was 
born in 1057 and was educated in the highest scholarship 
and culture of his time, having studied under Beranger 
and St. Hugh of Cluny whose life he wrote. He was 
consecrated Bishop of Mans in 1097, and in 1125 became 
Archbishop of Tours and was one of the great ornaments 
of the French Roman Catholic Church. All the authors 
of that period speak in his praise. It was commonly said 
of him, 

Inclytus et prosa versuque per omnia primus, 

Hildebertus olet prorsus ubique rosam. 

His Hymn to the Trinity is every way worthy of him. 
It is characterised, equally, by harmony and grace and 
by sententious brevity. Its fullness and discrimination 
as a theological essay and its easy and familiar use of 
Scriptural allusion, are quite as remarkable as its gentle 
spirit of devotion and its poetical animation, in which it 
has been said to equal the very best productions which 
Latin Christian poetry can anywhere boast. 

The Poem has a sort of epic completeness ; its Begin- 
ning — the knowledge of God — Fides orthodoxa — the true 
creed, as to the Three Persons of the Holy Trinity — ex- 
hibiting their attributes, as the foundation of the Christian 
character ; its Middle — the weakness, the trials and the 
temptations of the Christian life, in its progress to perfect 
trust and confidence in God and assurance of His final 
grace; its End — the joys and glories of the Heavenly 
Home of the blessed. 
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HILDEBERTI HYMNUS. 


ORATIO DEVOTISSIMA 

AD TRF.S PERSONAS SANCTISSIM* TRINITAT1S. 


AD PATREM. 

Stfplja et Q, ntagne ileus ! 
3Elt ! i£U ! Ueus meus,— 
(Eujus trims, totum posse; 
iffujus sensus, totum itosse ; 
tttujus esse, summum bonum ; 
tJTujus opus, gutcguto bonum. 

£>upet cuncta, subtet cuncta ; 
iExtta euneta, tntra cuncta. 

Jntra cuncta, nee tnclusus ; 
iExtta cuncta, ncc cxclusus ; 
£&upet cuncta, ncc clatus ; 
j&ubtet cuncta, ncc substtatus. 

j5>upet totus, ptssibcnbo ; 
£>ubtet totus, susttncnbo ; 
iExtta totus, complectenbo ; 
JJntta totus cs, tmplenbo. 
Jntta, nunquam coatctatts ; 
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HYMN OF HILDEBERT. 


An Address to the Three Persons of the most Holy 
Trinity. 


TO THE FATHER. 

Father, God, my God, all seeing ! 

Alpha and Omega being — 

Thou whose power no limit showeth 
Thou whose wisdom all things knoweth, 
God all good beyond comparing — 

God of love for mortals caring — 

Over, under, all abounding, 

In and out and all surrounding — 

Inside all, yet not included, 

Outside all, yet not excluded, 

Over all, yet not elated, 

Under all, yet not abated — 

Thou above — Thy power ordaining — 
Thou beneath — Thy strength sustaining — 
Thou without — the whole embracing — 
Thou within — Thy fullness gracing. 

Thee within, no power constraineth — 
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IBxtra, nunguam bllatarls. 

£uper, nuUo sustentarls ; 
gjubter, nullo fatlgarls. 

jft&unbum mobens, non moberls; 
ILocum tenens, non tenerls ; 
GTempus mutans, non mutarls ; 
Vaga firmans, non bagarls. 

‘Utss externa, bel necesse, 
jfion alternat tuum esse. 

f^ert nostrum, eras et prtoem, 
temper ttbt nune et toem. 

£uum, Deus, ijotiternum 
Jntrlblsum, semplternum ; 

Jn fioc, totum praeblblstl, 
ftotum stmul perfcclstl 
&b exemplar summae mentis, 
jpormam praestans elements. 

AD FILIUM. 

|late, ^atrl coaegualts, 

$atrl eonsubstantlalls, 

$atrls splenfior, et figura, 

^Factor faetus ereatura, 

(ttarnem nostram Infiulstl, 
Gfausam nostram susceplstl. 

gjemptternus, temporalis; 
jttorlturus, Immortalls ; 

Uerus fiomo, berus Bens; 
fmpermixtus ^omo=3ieus. 
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Thou without, no freedom gaineth — 

Over all, Thee none sustaineth, 

Under all, no burden paineth. 

Moving all, no change Thou knowest — 
Holding fast, Thou freely goest. 

Changing time, Thou art unchanging 
Thou the fickle all arranging. 

Force and fate whichever showing 
Are but footsteps of Thy going, 

Past and future to us, ever 
Are to Thee but now forever. 

Thy to-day, with Thee abiding 
Endless is, no change dividing — 

Thou, in it, at once foreseeing 
All things, by Thee perfect being, 

Like the plan Thy mind completed, 

When creation first was meted. 

TO THE SON. 

Son, the Father’s equal ever, 

From His substance changing never, 

Like in brightness and in feature, 

Though creator, still a creature, 

Thou our human body worest 
Our redemption too Thou borest. 

Endless, still Thy time declaring, 
Deathless, though Thy death preparing, 
Man, and God, divided never, 

Thou Man-God, unmixed forever, 
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$,on conbersus ijtc In carnem, 
$lzc mtnutus propter carnem ; 
HHc assumptus est in Beum, 
$,ec consumptus propter Beum 
Jatrt compar bettate, 

JfiMnor carnls beritate. 

Beus pater tantum Bet, 

Virgo mater est, seb Bet. 

Jn tarn noba Ugatura 
glc utraque stat natura, 

3it conserbet qutcqutb erat, 
jFacta qutbbam quob non erat. 

poster Iste Idflebtator, 

Jste noster legis bator ; 
(ffitrenmetsus, baptftatus, 
OTructfmts, tumulatns, 
©bbornubtt, et bescenbtt, 
Hesurrertt, et ascenbtt ; 
gjic ab ctelos elebatus, 
Jubtcabit jubicatus. 

AD SPIRITUM. 

^aracletus, increatus, 
jerque factus, neque natus, 
||atrt consors genttoque, 
jgac proeebit ab utroque, 

$,e sit minor potestate, 
i^ec biscretus quaUtate. 
0uanti tilt, tantus tste ; 
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God is not to flesh converted, 

Nor by flesh the God perverted — 

God in human form appearing, 

Never human weakness fearing — 
With the Father equal being 
Fleshly weakness disagreeing, 

God the God begetting solely, 

Virgin both conceiving wholly. 

In this union, thus created, 

Both the natures there are mated. 

Each its own existence taking, 

Both a new existence making. 

He, alone our Intercede^ 

Our Lawgiver and our Leader, 

He the law and Gospel heeded, 

To the cross and grave proceeded, 
There He slept and there descended, 
There He rose and then ascended. 
Judged on earth — in heaven He liveth, 
And the world its judgment giveth. 

TO THE HOLY SPIRIT. 

Comforter, denominated, 

Never born and not created, 

Both the Son and Father knowing — 
Spirit from them both outgoing, 

Thus in power their equal being 
And in quality agreeing, 

Great as they, He still rernaineth, 
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(Quales ilH, tails late ; 

3£x quo Ml, ex tunc late; 
(Quantum UU, tantum late. 

$ater alter, seb glgnenbo ; 
ifratus alter, aeH nascettbo ; 
JPlamen, at Ijls procebenbo ; 
©res aunt unum, subslstenbo. 
(Qulsque trluttt plettus Beus; 

tres tamen 101, seb Beus: 
Jn ijoe Bco, Beo bero, 

©res et unum aaaebero ; 

Bans ustfe unltatem, 

IE t personts trhtttatem. 

Jn personts, nulla ^rtor, 
fiulla major, nulla minor; 
©InaQuaeguc aemper Ipsa, 
jS>lc rat ronstans atque fixa, 

2Et nee In se barletur, 
jfrec In ulla transmutetur. 


f&aec eat fibes ordtoboxa, 
$:on i)lr error sine noxa, 
J&lcut blco, ate et crebo, 
i^rc tit prabam partem eebo : 
Jnbe benlt, tone Beus, 
lie besperem, quambls reus, 
Meus mortis, non bespero, 
jS>eb In morte bltam guaero. 
(Quo te plaeem, nil praetenbo 
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All their goodness, he retaineth, 

With them from the first existing, 
All their power in him subsisting. 

Father He begetting showeth, 

Son, from human birth He groweth, 
Spirit, from them both outflowing, 
They are one, the Godhead showing. 
Each is God, in fullness ever, 

All are God and three Gods never. 

In this God, true God completing, 
Three in one, are ever meeting, 

Unity in substance showing, 

Trinity in persons knowing. 

Of the persons none is greater, 
Neither less and neither later, 

Each one still itself retaining, 

Fixed and constant still remaining, 

In itself no variation, 

Neither change, nor transmutation. 

This is true faith, for our keeping. 
Error bringeth sin and weeping — 

As I teach it, I believe it, 

Nor for other will I leave it. 

Trusting Lord thy goodness ever 
Though I sin, I hope forever. 

Worthy death, but not despairing, 

By my death, my life preparing. 
When I please thee, nothing showing 
2 





HILDE HER II HTMNUS. 

gist tibent quant ostenbo. 
driliein bibes,— pane intploro, 
lUbafaseem quo laboro; 
pet goe sacrum cataplasma 
©onbalescat tegrum plasma. 

3Ertra portam jam belatum, 
?*» fjpentem, tumulatum, 
rntta Itgat, (apis urget ; 

lrJ ? l J ub . es > btc rcsurgct. 

Jujc! (apts rebolbetur, 

Jube! bitta bitumpetur;— 
gxiturus nesett moras, 
^ostquam clamas “& xi foras!” 
Jn tjoc salo, mca ratis 
Jinfestatur a piratis: 

Si!!J a0 ? u,tu s» fabe fluctus; 
§!J C * 5“**. mors ct luctus; 

§5? t\bonc nauta, bent; 
tfreme bentos, mare lent; 

^ae abscebant f)i pirate, 

©ue ab portum, salba rate. 
Jlttftrcunba mea fieus; 

* ani ' US ’ tantus siccus, 
Jncibetur, tneenbetur, 

§t promulgas quob meretur. 

Stb fjoc anno bimittatur, 
&tercoretur, fobiatur; 

^uob st neebum responbebtt,— 
4riens ijoe loquor,— tune arbebtt. 
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But the faith on Thee bestowing. 

Hear my prayer, my faith perceiving, 

From my burden, me relieving — 

Here, my sickness now revealing, 

Let Thy med’cine be my healing. 

Now, without the city taken, 

Dead, offensive and forsaken, 

Grave clothes bind, the stone confineth — 
At Thy word the grave resigneth — 

Speak ! the stone away is rolling — 

Speak ! the shroud no more controlling — 
When “ Come forth” Thy summons sayeth, 
Then at once the dead obeyeth. 

On this sea of troubles resting 
Pirates are my bark infesting — 

Strifes, temptations, billows sweeping, 
Everywhere are death and weeping, 

Come, Good Pilot, calm proclaiming, 

Hush the winds, the billows taming, 

Drive these pirates to their hiding, 

Safe to port my vessel guiding. 

My unfruitful fig tree growing, 

Dry and withered branches showing, 
Should’st Thou judge, the truth discerning, 
Thou would’st give unto the burning — 

But another season bless it, 

Dig about it, Lord, and dress it, 

If it then no fruit retumeth, 

I will praise Thee while it bumeth. 



12 


HILDEBERTI HTMNUS. 


Uetus ijostls in me furtt, 
&pls mersat, liammts urlt; 
June languens, et afftlctus, 
t£lbl soil sum rellctus. 

tnffrmus conbaleseat, 

2Et ijlc fjostls ebanescat, 

Eu blrtutem jejunanbl, 

©es infirmo, ties orantil; 
|Jer ^ no , (Eijtisto teste, 

Htberabot ab ijac peste. 
at ijae peste solbe mentem, 
jpac bebotum, pcmltentem; 
©a tlmorem, po projecto, 
lie salute nil conjecto; 

©a fibem, spem, eacltatem; 
©a trisceetam pletatem; 

50 a contemptum terreuorum, 
flppetltum supernorum. 


Cotum, ©eus, In te spero, 
©eus, ex te totum patro;— 
Eu laus mea, meum bonum; 
iittea euncta tuum bonum. 
Eu solamen In labore; 
iWebtcamen In languore; 

Eu In luctu mea Igra, 

Eu lenlmen es In Ira; 

Eu In arcto liberator; 

Eu In lapsu relebator: 
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Me the Evil one possessing, 

Flames and floods by turns oppressing, 
Feeble, sick and helpless lying, 

To thy grace, my soul is flying. 

That my weakness all may vanish, 
Thou the evil spirit banish. 

Teach me Lord, my weakness staying, 
Grace of fasting and of praying, 

This alone, the Savior telleth, 

Such a demon e’er expelleth. 

Thou my sickened sense restoring — 
Faith and penitence imploring — 

Give me fear which, once ejected, 
Leaves salvation all perfected. 

Faith and hope and love conferring, 
Give me piety, unerring, 

Earthly joys forever spurning, 
Heavenward still my footsteps turning. 

God, in Thee, all things desiring, 
From Thee, every thing requiring — . 
Thou my praise, my good abiding, 

All I have, Thy gift providing — 

In fatigue, Thy solace feeling, 

In my sickness, Thou my healing, 
Thou, my harp, my grief assuaging, 
Thou who soothest all my raging, 

Thou who freest my enthralling, 

Thou who raisest me when falling, 
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Jttotum praestas in probectu; 
S>pem conserbas in befectu; 

St guts lartrit, tu repenbts; 

Si minatur tu befenbts ; 

<©uob est anceps, tu btssolbts ; 
<©uob tegenbum, tu tnbolbis. 

Cu tntrare me non shtas 
Jnfernales ofKctnas, 

®Jbi mceror, ubi rnetus; 

$lbt ftetor, ubt fletus; 

2Ebi probra beteguntur, 

®Jbt rci confunbuntur, 

®lbi tortor semper caebens, 

®lbi bermis semper ebens; — 
®lbi totum i)oc perenne, 

<!|uta perpes mors geijenn®. 


i*JWe receptet Sion ilia, 
Sion, ©abtb urbs tranciuilla, 
Cuius faber, auctor lucis; 
Cuius porta;, lignum cruets; 
Cuius clabes, lingua $etri; 
Cuius eibes, semper laeti; 
Cuius nturi, lapis bibus; 
Cujus eustos, Mex festibus. 

Jn bar urbe, lux solemnis; 
Utx arternum, pax perennis; 
||n bar, obor implens ccelos, 
Jin bar, semper festum rnelos. 
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’Tis Thy grace my footsteps guideth 
Strengthening hope, when it subsideth. 
None would hurt, but Thou forefendest, 
Who may threaten, Thou defendest, 
What is doubtful, Thou revealest, 

What is myst’ry, Thou concealest. 

Never, Lord, with Thy permission, 
Let me enter in perdition, 

Where is fear and where is wailing, 
Shame and weeping unavailing, 

Every loathsome thing displaying, 

In confusion, disarraying, 

Where the fierce tormentor lieth, 

And the worm that never dieth, 

Where this endless woe, infernal, 
Maketh death and hell eternal. 


\ 



Let me be in Sion savdd, 

Sion, peaceful home of David, 
Built by Him, the light who ma 
And the cross for portals taketli- 
And for keys the welcome given 
By the joyful saints in Heaven — 
Walls of living stone erected, 

By the Prince of joy protected-^ 
Where the light, that God is aeig 
Endless spring and peace are^H 
Perfume, every breeze is bearing. 
Festive strains the joy decla'^ig 




Digitized by Google 





i 6 


HILDE SERTI HTM^US. 




i % r ' l r Vt ij jf, : - 

* wO Jhcw* £.j'j . . 

-Xfes:f 


uH^w- 
b' -il YJxaC 


R 




CUU 

‘^VXf'rvi C£S 
■ -rurS 


jlon cst ilu rorruptcla, 
jlon ticfcrtus, non querela, 
jlon minuti, non ticformcs — 
0mncs (ftljristo sunt ronformes. 

Orbs eirlcstts! urbs tirata! 
Super petram rollorata;— 

Orbs tit portu satis tuto, 

Dr longinquo, tc saluto;— 

©c saluto, tc susptro, 

&e affrrto, tc requtro. 

Quantum tut gratulantur, 
0uant fcstltic ronbibantur; 

0uts afferttts cos strtngat, 

3ut qiux gemma muros ptngat, 
0uts cijalrebon, quis jacnntljus,- 
’lorunt till qut sunt intus. 

Jn platds ijujus urbis, 
Sociatus pits turbts, 

(Turn jttonsc ct i£Uja 
plum rantent 11} alleluia! 
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No corruption there appeareth, 

None defect, or sorrow feareth, 

None deformed or dwarfed remaining, 
All the form of Christ retaining. 

Heavenly City I happy dwelling 1 
Built upon that stone excelling. 

City safe in heavenly keeping 
Hail ! in distant glory sleeping ! 

Thee I hail, for thee am sighing — 

Thee I love, for thee am dying. 

How thy heavenly hosts are singing — * 
And their festive voices ringing — 

What the love their souls conforming — 
What the gems the walls adorning — 
Chalcedon and jacinth shining 
Know they all, those walls confining. 

I11 that City’s glorious meeting, 

Moses and Elias greeting — 

Holy prophets gone before us — 

Let me sing the heavenly chorus. 
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JACOBUS DE BENEDICTIS. 


Jacobus de Benedictis, sometimes called Giacomo 
da Todi, sometimes Giacomo de Benedetti, but more fre- 
quently Giacopone, or Jacopone, was an Italian lawyer,/ 
of the noble family of the Benedetti, at Todi. The sudden 
death of his wife at the Theatre, impressed him so power-n 
fully, that he abandoned his successful practice of the* 
law, sold what he had and gave it to the poor, and joined; 
the then young and popular order of the Franciscans andj 
devoted himself to a life of religious austerity. He was! 
extravagant and, if not insane, was sometimes ridiculousj 
in his conduct — in the language of his epitaph “ Stultusf 
propter Christum.” He attacked with great severity the 
priestly abuses of his time, for which he suffered* a living/.* 
martyrdom, in the prisons of a bad pope, from which he 
was finally released. The date of his birth is unknown} ) 
He died on Christmas day, 1306, at a great age. J 

The three poems which I have embraced in this volume/ i ; 
as his, the Mater Speciosa , the Mater Dolorosa and the ^ 
Cur MunduSj if correctly attributed to him, fully estab • 
lish his rank as a poet of the greatest merit — and one o 
them, the Stabat Mater Dolorosa , has been admired be ij 
yond any other Latin Hymn, except the unapproachable J 
Dies Irce. The Mater Speciosa, is here placed before thj 
Mater Dolorosa, not because I suppose with Dr. Neale tha i 
it was the first written, as I do not, but because, in th ( 
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Arrangement which I have adopted, a Hymn of the Nativity 
should precede one of the Passion. If it had stood alone, 
or even had it been the first written, it would not have 
been left to our day to announce its beauties. It seems 
to me to bear to the Mater Dolorosa* something like the 
delation of a copy to an original, and thus the excellence 
| md freshness of the original may have kept out of sight the 
>opy, with all its merit, until recent discovery has placed 
1 1 by the side of its more distinguished sister — if indeed 
1 Iiey be by the same author. It is not impossible that the 
original of the two may have been written by one of the 
eminent men, earlier than Jacopone, to whom it has been 
attributed and that the other was but a later imitation. 

I Those early monks and priests who were really devoted 
to religion for its own sake and who lived ages before the 
art of printing, had but few books and of those the Bible 
"was the chief, and their study of it gave them the famili- 
arity with its sacred words, which is so conspicuous in 
rtheir writings. In this poem, Jacopone while he fully per- 
| ;eives and presents the poetical character of the scene, 
veaves into his verse, even more than in the Mater 
Dolorosa, all the striking incidents which the Sacred 
I e cord details as part of the wonderful story, and all are 
mlivened by touches of nature which are as charming as 
they are truthful. 

I I am indebted to an interesting article, by Dr. S chaff, 
ftinder the title “A New Stabat Mater” in the “Hours at 
feome” for May 1867, for my first sight of this poem, 
lit contains a translation bv Neale. 
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STABAT MATER SPECIOSA. 


gjtabat plater sspectosa 
Juxta fanum gaubtosa, 

30 um jacebat parbulus— 
(ttujus animatn gaubentem, 
ILactabunbam ae ferbentem, 
pcrtransibit iubtlus. 

© gnam lata et beata 
jFuit bacc tmmaculata, 

Jttatet ©nigenitt! 

©ua gaubebat et ribebat, 
IBxultabat, cam bibebat 
|lati partum tnclpti. 

©uis tarn est, gui non gauberet 
©btfstt tnatrem st biberet 
Jn tanto solatio? 

©ute non posset collatari, 
©bristi matrem contetnplari, 
Hubentem eutn ffUo ? 

^ro peccatte ssua gentte, 
©brtstum bib it rum jumentte 
3Bt algori subbitum— 
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BEAUTIFUL MOTHER BY THE MANGER 



Beautiful, his mother, standing 
Near the stall — her soul expanding — 
Saw her new-born lying there — 

In her soul, new joy created, 

And with holy love elated, 

Rapture glorifying her. 

She, her God-begotten greeting, 

Felt her spotless bosom beating, 

With a new festivity — 

Holy joy, her bosom warming — 
Radiant smiles her face conforming — 
At her Son’s nativity. 

Who could fail to see with pleasure, 
Christ’s dear mother, without measure 
Such a joy expressing there — 
Thus a mother’s care beguiling, 

Thus beside the manger smiling, 

Her dear Son caressing there ? 

For the trespass of his nation, 
Suffering now humiliation, 

Chilling with the cattle there — 
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Utbtt guum buleem natum, 
Uaglentem, aboratum, 

V\M blbergorlo. 
i^ato ©fjrigto In pragepe, 

©alt etbeg canunt late 
©urn Immengo gaublo— 
Jfctabat gener cum puella, 

#,on eum beebo nee loguela, 
ifctupegeenteg eorbibug. 

3Eja mater, fong amorlg, 
fflt genttre blm arbortg, 

4Fae ut teeum gentiam! 
jFae ut arbeat eor meutn 
Jn amatum ©fjrtgtum ©eum 
ffllt gtbl cotnplaceatn. 
g>ancta mater, (stub agag, 
prone tntrobueag plagag 
©orbl birag baltbe. 

©ut natl ealo lapgl, 

Jam btgnatt fano nagel, 
panag meeum btbibe. 
jFae me here eongaubere, 
Jegultno eoijarere 
©once ego btrero. 

Jn me glgtat arbor tui — 
puerino far me frut 
©urn gum In crilio. 

I^une arborem fae eommunem, 
me faelag tmmunem 
&b ijoe begfoerlo. 
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Wise men knelt where he was lying, 

Still she saw her dear one crying, 

In a cheerless tavern there. 

Saviour, cradled in a manger ! 

Angels hail the heavenly stranger, 

In their great felicity — 

Virgin and her husband gazing, 

Speechless, saw the sight, amazing, 

Of so great a mystery. 

Fount of love, beyond concealing! 

May the love which thou art feeling, 

Fill my heart, unceasingly — 

Let my heart like thine be glowing — 

Holy love of Jesus knowing, 

And, with thee, in sympathy. 

Holy mother, for him caring, 

Let the ills thy Son is bearing, 

Touch my heart, indelibly — 

Of thy Son, from Heaven descended, 

In a stable, born and tended, 

Share with me the penalty. 

With thee, all thy love dividing, 

Be my soul in Christ abiding, 

While this life enchaineth me, 

May thy love, my bosom warming, 

Make my soul to his conforming, 

While exile detaineth me. 

Let my love with thine still blending, 

Be for Jesus never ending, 

Nothing e’er restraining me. 
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V\x%o btrgtnum prfedara, 
jam non sts arnara, 
dfac me parbum rapere, 
dfac nt puldjrum fantem portent, 
<Slut nascenbo btcit mortem 
Nolens bttam trabere. 

Jfac me teeum satiari, 
jflato me tnebrtart, 
j&tantem in tdpubio. 
Jnflammatus et accensug, 
®bgtupesctt omnts sensus 
&alt be commerdo. 

©tones Pabulum amantes, 

3Et pastores bigtlantes 
^ernoctantes sodant. 

$er birtutem nati tui 
©ra nt elect! sut 
&b patrtam bentant 
jFac me nato custobid, 

!7erbo 20 et pr&muntd, 
©onserbart gratia— 

©uanbo corpus mortetur, 

4Fac ut anttwe bonetur 
ftut natt btsto. 
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Virgin, first in virgin beauty ! 

Let me share thy love and duty — 
Clasping, with fidelity, 

That dear child, who for us liveth, 

By his birth, for death, who giveth 
Life and immortality. 

With thee, let me, thrilled with pleasure, 
Feel his love, beyond all measure, 

In a sacred dance with thee — 

With a holy zeal excited, 

Eveiy ravished sense delighted 
In a holy trance with thee. 

All who love this sacred manger, 

Every watching shepherd stranger, 

All, at night, who come with him — 
By thy Son’s dear intercession, 

May his chosen take possession 
Of his heavenly home with him. 

By thy holy Son attended — 

By the word of God defended — 

By his grace forgiving me — 

When my mortal frame is perished, 

May my soul, above be cherished — 

Thy dear Son receiving me. 
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DE CONTEMPTU MUNDI. 

CUR MUNDUS MILITAT. 

This poem is but an expansion of this gospel truth, 
“ All flesh is as grass and all the glory of man as the flower 
“of grass. The grass withereth and the flower thereof 
“ fadeth away, but the Word of the Lord endureth for- 
ever.” It is now generally attributed to Jacopone 
(ante, p. 18). Up to a few years since it was as gen- 
erally attributed to St. Bernard. Tusser translated it three 
hundred years ago, calling it “St. Barnard’s Verses.” 
He however gives but eight stanzas, omitting the fourth 
and the tenth, and they are not arranged as they are in 
the copy given by Trench. Daniel arranges the stanzas 
in still another manner and omits the third. I have cop- 
ied from Trench, but have adopted still another arrange- 
ment, as better exhibiting the spirit of the poem. I have 
also ventured to transpose two words for the sake of the 
rhythm, reading Magis credendum est, instead of Creden- 
dum magis est Omissions, errors in arrangement, and 
false notions of authorship, could not fail to be common, 
before the art of printing, especially in small poems, 
which passed from one to another by oral repetition and 
by manuscript copies, made often by persons who had 
neither skill nor care in copying. 

The following is Tusser’s translation : 
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“ Why so triumphs the World, in pomp and glory vain. 
Whose state so happy thought, so fickle doth remain? 
Whose bravery so slippery stands, and doth so soor 
decay, 

As doth the potter’s pan, compact of brittle clay. 

More credit see thou give, to letters wrote in ice, 
Than unto vain deceits, of brittle world’s device, 

In gifts to virtue due, beguiling many one, 

Yet those same never have, long time to hope upon. 
To false dissembling men, more trust is to be had, 
Than to the prosperous state of wretched world so bad. 
What with voluptuousness, and other maddish toys, 
False studies won with pain, false vanities and joys. 
Tell where is Salomon, that once so noble was ? 

' Or where now Samson is, in strength whom none 
could pass ? 

Or worthy Jonathas, that prince so lovely bold? 

Or fair Absalom, 3b goodly to behold ? 

Shew whither is Caesar gone, that conquered far and 
near? 

Or that rich famous carl, so given to belly cheer ? 
Shew where is Tully now, for eloquence so fit ? 

Or Aristoteles, of such a pregnant wit ? 

0 thou fit bait for worms 1 0 thou great heap of dust I 
0 dew ! 0 vanity ! why so extoll’st thy lust ? 

Thou therefore ignorant, what time thou hast to live, 
Do good to every man, while here thou hast to give. 
How short a feast (to count) is this same world’s re- 
nown? 

Such as men’s shadows be, such joy it brings to town, 
Which always plucketh us from God’s eternal bliss, 
And leadeth man to hell, a just reward of his. 

The bravery of this world, esteemed here so much, 
In Scripture likened is to flowers of grass and such, 
Like as the leaf so light, which wind abroad doth 
blow, 

So doth this worldly life, the life of man bestow.” 
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<Kur munbus militat sub bana gloria, 
arujua prospctitas esst transitoria ? 

Jam cito labitur ejus potentia, 

<©uatn basa %uli, qua aunt fragilia. 

$lus fibe Uteris scriptis in glaeie, 

^uam munbi fragilia bana fallaria, 
4Fallax in pramiia, birtutia apeeie, 

<©ut nunquam babuit tempua ffbueta 

ifttagia crebenbum eat bttia fallacibus, 
<©uam munbi miaeria prosperitattbua, 
jfalata inaaniia et banitatibua, 
jFaleieque atubiia et boluptatibua. 

Sot elari ptocetea, tot return apatia, 

®ot ora praesulum, tot regna fortia, 

®ot munbi principea, tanta potentia, 

Jn ietu oculi, elaubuntur omnia. 

Hie, ubi Salomon, olim tarn nobtlia, 
Uel ubi Samaon eat, bur inbineibilia, 
IfcJel puleber Ebaalom, bultu mirabilia, 
Vtl buleta Jonatbaa, multum amabilia? 



*9 


CONTEMPT OP THE WORLD. 


Why does the world serve the glory it cherisheth, 
Since its prosperity all surely perisheth, 

Passing away with its strength and ability, 

Quickly as pottery, with its fragility ? 

Think that a record on ice may be permanent, 
More than the fallacies under the firmament, 

False in rewards, without virtue or verity, 

Never the world hath a time for sincerity. 

Far better trust men of falsehood, deceiving thee, 
Than the vain world that forever is giving thee 
Pleasures that vanish and foolish insanities, 

Studies delusive and perishing vanities. 

Nobles and prelates, in all ages flourishing — 

Pride and dominion and vainglory nourishing — 
Kings of the earth, with their power and stability- - 
All, at a glance, show the end of nobility. 

Where now is Solomon, learned and glorious ? 
Where now is Samson, so strong and victorious? 
Where, too, is Absalom, princely and beautiful ? 
Jonathan, loving and lovely and dutiful? 
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©uo ttffesar abut, eelsus tmperio, 

Vel Uibes splenbtbus, totus in pranbto? 
20ic, ubi Cullius, clarus eloguio, 

Vtl Slristoteles, sumrnus tngento ? 


©uam brebe festum est b®c munbt gloria ! 
2Et umbra bomtnts, sic ejus gaubta, 
©u® semper subtrabunt aeterna premia, 
iSt bucunt bominem ab bura bebta. 


0 esca bermium ! 0 massa pulberis ! 
© ros, © banitas, cur sic ertollerts ? 
$gnorans penitus, utrum eras btrerts, 
jFac bottum omnibus, guambiu poterts. 


I^tec carnis gloria, gute tanti penbitur, 
jpaerts in Uteris, flos font bicitur— 
sat lebe folium, guob bento rapitur, 
3>ic bita bomtnts luci subtrabitur. 


Jhi.il tuum btrerts guob potes perberc, 
©uob munbus tribuit, intenbtt rapere— 
£>uperna cogita, cor sit in aetijere, 
^ifelir, gut potuit munbum contemnere ! 
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Where now is Caesar, so proud and imperious ? 
Dives the sumptuous, rich and luxurious ? 

Say, where is Cicero, famous and eloquent ? 

Where Aristotle, in genius preeminent? 

World of vainglory, a vanishing festival ! 

How like the shadows pass pleasures terrestrial ! 
Robbing the soul of its hopes and its purity — 
Leading man on to a woeful futurity. 

Food of the worm ! Here thy dust is the most of 
thee! 

Vanishing dew-drop ! 0 why do they boast of thee ! 
Ignorant soul I thy to-morrow may perish thee, 
Then, while thou canst, do the good that may cher- 
ish thee. 

Pride of the flesh, which thou thinkest so dearly of! 
Flower of the grass, which the Word speaketh 
clearly of! 

Like the dead leaf, which the autumn wind scat- 
tered, 

So passeth life, with the vain hope that flattereth. 

Call nothing thine, which so quickly may break 
away; 

What the world giveth, it meaneth to take away , 
Think on the skies, set thy heart on eternity — 
Happy, despising this world of infirmity ! 
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 


This old alphabetic poem is of a very early period, at 
least as early as the seventh century, being referred to 
by Bede, who died early in the eighth century. The 
author’s name has been lost in the ages. 

It is more properly narrative than lyrical, and lacks 
polish and grace ; but this is more than made up by its 
simplicity and solemnity. Having been written before 
the Dies Tree , it has been supposed to have suggested that 
majestic and solitary hymn, but with slight reason. The 
topic and the scene are different, as well as the instruc- 
tion and the spirit of the whole piece. That is but the 
natural and agonizing expression of penitence and prayer 
by an individual sinner, in view of the awful solemnities 
of the final day of wrath. This is a noble, simple and 
trusting paraphrase of the 29th and 30th verses of the 
24th chapter of Matthew and of the 31st to the 45th 
verses of the 25 th chapter, which contain a striking 
account of a trial at the Judgment — the organization of 
the court, the summons, the complaint, the trial, the judg- 
ment, the execution, so circumstantially and solemnly 
reported by the Judge Himself, that it is impossible to 
doubt that it was intended to convey to us a lively and 
instructive representation of the circumstances and man- 
ner of the final Judgment, and, in the most forcible man- 
ner, to teach us, as His life had done, that when He shall 


i 
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come to judge every man according to his works, it will 
be a life of goodness and love of Christ, which will be the 
test of pure religion and undefiled before God and the 
Father. 
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&ppareblt repentina bles tnagna Domini, 

4Fur obscura belut node Improblsos oc= 
cupans. 

Drebls totus tunc pareblt prlscl luxus 
sacull, 

Cotum stmul cum clareblt praterlsse 
saculum. 

Clangor tuba per guaternas terra pla= 
gas conclnens, 

Ulbos una mortuosgue Cbrlsto det obs 
blam. 

lie celeste Jubex arce, majestate fu l gibus, 

Claris angelorum cborls comitatus abe= 
rlt. 

IBrubeacet orbla tuna, sol bel obscuras 
bltur, 

jg>tella cabent pallescentes, munbl tremet 
ambitus— 

,iflamma ignis anteibit fuatl bultum 
Sublets, 

Calutn, terras, et profunbl ductus pontl 
beborans. 

(©lorlosus In subllml l&ex sebeblt sollo. 
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 


At the last, the great day of the Lord shall arise, 

As a thief in the night, to dismay and surprise. 

Then how transient will seem all the pleasures of 
earth, 

When the end of all time shall be past, like its 
birth — 

When the trumpet shall call from all quarters 
below, 

Both the quick and the dead to the judgment to go. 

From his heavenly palace, majestic and bright, 

Shall the Judge, with His angels, come glorious in 
light, 

While the sun shall be dark and the moon be like 
blood, 

And the stars fade and fall, and earth shake like a 
flood. 

From the face of the Judge shall the flame of his 
ire, 

All the air and the earth and the sea, burn with 
fire. 

And the King shall then sit on his throne in the 

sky, 
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angelorum tremebunba circumstabunt 
agmina. 

I&ujus omnes ab electt eollegentur bexs 
te ram, 

$rabi pabent a sinistris, fjabi belut fces 
tibi— 

Jta bicet 18Ltx ab bextros, regnum call 
sumite, 

$ater orbis quob parabit ante omne sas 
rulum. 

Haritate gui ftaterna me jubtetis paus 
perem. 

(Katitatts nunc mercebem reportate bis 
bites. 

Haett bieent <®uanbo, OCijicCsste, pauperem 
te bibimus, 

®e, Mex magne, bel egentem miserati 
jubimus, 

jttagnus illis bieet Jubex— (fturn jubistis 
pauperem, 

$anem, bomum, bestem bantes, me jus 
bistis bumilrs. 

i^ee tarbabit et sinistris logui justus &rs 
biter— 

Jn gefjenna, malebieti, flammas i)inc 
biseebite, 

©bseerantemme aubirebespexistis mens 
bieum, 

fluTio bestem non bebistis, neglexistiss 
languibum. 
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And all of His angels stand worshipping by. 

To His right His elect He shall call by His 
grace, 

While the wicked, like goats, on the left He shall 
place. 

Then to those on His right hand the King shall 
declare, 

“Take the kingdom my Father for you did pre- 
pare — 

For ’twas when I was poor that your love gave me 
aid — 

From the riches of love your reward now is 
made.” 

Then the righteous shall ask, “When, oh Lord, 
did we bless 

Thee, our heavenly King, or relieve Thy dis- 
tress?” 

And the Judge shall reply, “When the poor ye did 
heed, 

Giving shelter and clothing and bread for their 
need” 

And to those on His left shall the Just Judge pro- 
claim, 

“Ye accursed, depart to unquenchable flame; 

Ye despised me when I for your alms did im- 
plore, 

Being sick and forsaken and naked and sore.” 
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peccatoreabtcent— (Seriate, quanbo te bel 
pauperem, 

Et Mex magne bel tnfirmum contemn 
plantea aprebtmua ? 

©utbua contra Jubex altua— Jttenbicantt 
quambtu 

©pent ferre beapextatta, me eprebtatta 
tmprobt. 

Metro ruent turn tajuati ignea tn perpets 
uoa, 

Uermta quorum non mortetur, fiamma 
nee reattnguttur, 

jg>atan atro eum mtntatrta quo tenetur 
careere, 

jFletua ubt mugttuaque atrftent omnea 
benttbua. 

Cunc ftbelea ab eteleatem auatoUentur 
patrtam, 

©boroa inter angelorum regnt petent 
gaubta, 

SJrbia aummae f^teruaalem intro tbunt 
glortam, 

Uera lucta atque pacta tn qua fulget 
btato. 

Xrtatum Megem, tarn paterna clarttate 
aplenbtbum, 

2Ubt cetaa beatorum contemplantur ags 
mtna. 

llbrt fraubea ergo cabe, tnbrmantea aub= 
leba, 


k 
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And the wicked shall say, “Lord, oh when did we 
spurn 

Thee, 0 King, and away from thy poverty 
turn ?” 

“ This to me ye have done,” then the great Judge 
shall say, 

u When the poor ye despised and from him turned 
away.” 

And then back shall they rush to the flames that 
arise, 

Where the fire is not quenched and their worm 
never dies — 

Where the devil is bound in his prison be- 
neath — 

Where are weeping and groaning and gnashing of 
teeth. 

Then the faithful shall rise to their heavenly 
home, 

In the joys of the kingdom with angels to 
roam, 

They shall enter the bliss of the city of God — 

Where the visions of peace and of light shine 
abroad — 

Where the throngs of the blessed Christ Jesus 
adore, 

As He shineth in glory His Father before. 

Shun the wiles of the serpent, give aid to the 
weak, 
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DE DIE JUDICII. 


aurum temne, fuge luxus, st bte astra 
petete— 

Zona data castttatte lutnbos nunc ac= 
ctngctc, 

3n occutsutn magni iEUglss fct atbantes 
latnpabeg. 
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Flee thy worldly desires, if the skies thou wouldst 
seek. 

And begird up thy loins, with a zone pure and 
white; 

Be prepared for the King, with thy lamps burning 
bright 
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YBNI, CREATOR SPIRITUS. 


This Hymn has always been held in the highest esti- 
mation as an invocation of that Creative Spirit which 
gives the birth of a new spiritual life. “ That which is 
born of the spirit is spirit” From its use as a prayer for 
the regeneration of the new birth it passed easily into 
use, in the Roman Catholic Church, as an appointed song 
for those sacred and solemn occasions where the blessing 
of the Spirit is invoked upon one about to enter upon a 
new life, in which the divine aid is especially necessary, 
as in the ordering of priests, the consecration of bishops 
and archbishops, and the coronation of kings and popes. 
It is also used as a Pentecostal hymn. There is a 
translation of it in the Book of Common Prayer of the 
Episcopal Church, in the Form for ordering priests. It is, 
however, more properly a paraphrase than a translation — 
the seven stanzas of the original being expanded into 
sixteen. 

Its authorship is commonly attributed to Charlemagne, 
who died in the year 814. I adopt, however, the opinion 
of Trench, that it is certainly older than the time of that 
great monarch. Judging from internal evidence alone, I 
should not hesitate to ascribe it to St. Ambrose, who 
died in 397. I give but little importance to the ascrip- 
tion of it to Charlemagne. It may very well be but one 
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of the many examples of the facility with which opinions 
on such matters, once expressed, even without evidence, 
are repeated until they are generally believed, no one 
taking the trouble to inquire into their foundation. The 
high character and various talents of St. Ambrose — 
“ Doctor Mellifluus et Mellitissimus” as he was called — 
caused to be attributed to him many hymns of great an- 
tiquity, of which he was finally believed not to be the 
author, the effect of which was to make many believe 
that there are no hymns which can with certainty be said 
to be his, and I know of no authority for saying that this is 
his. Except as a matter of literary history, it is of 
little importance who was the author. The merit of the 
hymn is in itself alone. Its comprehensiveness and 
brevity, its simplicity and beauty, its gentle spirit of trust 
and devotion, and its earnest directness of expression, 
mark it as the production of a great and practised writer 
and a devout Christian, studiously familiar with the 
Scriptures and with theological truth, rather than of a 
proud monarch and a great soldier. 
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VENI, CREATOR SPIRITUS. 


Ytni, creator jg>plrttus, 
Jfilentes tuorum blslta, 
Staple supenta gratia 
<©ua tu creastl pectora. 

(Sul bleeds paracletus, 
&ltlsslml bonum ©el, 

JPons bibus, Ignis, carltas, 
St spldtalts unctlo. 

2Tu septtformts rnunere, 
©Igltus paterna Ir extra, 

Cu rite promlssunt $atrls, 
j&ermone bltans guttura. 

&ccenbe lumen senslbus. 
Snfunbe amorem corblbus, 
Snfirma nostrl corporis 
Vtrtute firmans perpeti. 

postern repellas longius, 
^acemque bones protinus ; 
©uctore sic te prablo, 
Ultemus omne noxtum. 

^er te sclamus ba pattern, 
jfloscamus atgue jFiltum ; 
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Spirit, heavenly life bestowing, 
Spirit, all Thy new-born knowing, 
Fill with gracious inspiration 
Every soul of Thy creation. 
Comforter from God descending, 
Life and unction ever blending — 
Fount of living waters flowing, 
Flame of love for ever glowing. 
Sevenfold, precious gifts conferring, 
Finger of the Lord, unerring — 
Promise, by the Father given, 
Teacher of the speech of heaven — 
For our senses light securing, 

Fill our hearts with love enduring ; 
In our bodies strength implanting, 
Faith and firmness ever granting. 
Far the foe to grace repelling, 

Give "us endless peace indwelling; 
Thou, as leader, deign to guide us, 
That no evil may betide us. 

By Thy grace the Father learning, 
And the blessed Son discerning ; 
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VZM, CREATOR SPIRITUS. 


&e utriusque j&ptritum 
tttefcamus otnnt tempore. 

Gloria |Jatrt Domino, 
fiatoque qui a mortutg 
Jgmrtejcit, ac ^aracltto, 
Jn sseeculorum macula. 
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Thee, of both the spirit blending, 
Let ns trust through life unending. 
To the God who being gave us, 

To the Son who rose to save us, 
To the Spirit sanctifying, 

Glory be through life undying I 
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COME, CREATIVE SPIRIT. 

ANOTHER VERSION. 

Spirit creative, power divine 1 
Visit every soul of Thine, 

Give the hearts that Thou hast made, 
Thy celestial grace and aid. 

Fount where living waters flow, 
Flame of heavenly love below, 

Holy Ghost, by God conferred, 
Unction of the living Word, 

Sending seven-fold gifts abroad, 
Finger of the hand of God, 

Promise of the Father’s grace, 

Gift of speech in every place, 

Let our senses feel Thy flame, 
Strengthen Thou our mortal frame 
In our hearts Thy love bestow, 

Faith and firmness let us know. 

Far the foe to grace repel, 

Let Thy peace within us dwell, 

Guide our feet . Thy race to run, 

Teach us every ill to shun. 

Make us all the Father know, 

And the blessed Son below, 
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Give us endless faith in Thee, 
Spirit of the sacred Three ! 
Glory to the Father be, 

Glory to the risen Son, 

Glory, Holy Ghost, to Thee 
While eternal ages run. 

1 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



5 ° 


COME, CREATIVE SPIRIT. 

ANOTHER VERSION. 

Come Thou Spirit, life bestowing, 
Inwardly Thy new-born knowing — 
Fount of living waters flowing — 

Flame of love, forever glowing — 
Comforter from God descending, 

Life and unction ever blending, 

Fill with grace of Thine own sending, 
Every heart on Thee depending. 

Thou Thy seven-fold gifts providing,' 
Thou God’s hand our footsteps guiding, 
Thou His promise still abiding, 

To our lips His word confiding, 

For our senses light securing, 

Fill our hearts with love enduring, 

All the body’s weakness curing, 

Faith and strength in us maturing. 

Far the foe to grace repelling, 

Give us endless peace indwelling, 
Leader Thou, our pathway telling, 
Every evil thing dispelling. 

Us unto the Father leading 
And the Saviour interceding, • 
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In Thyself, from both proceeding, 
Give the faith that we are needing. 
To the Father, life supplying, 

To the Son, for sinners dying, 

To the Spirit sanctifying, 

Glory be through life undying I 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



5 2 


THE LAST SUPPER— ST. THOMAS 
AQUINAS. 


St. Thomas Aquinas, born in 1224, of a noble 
family, was one of the most illustrious saints of the 
Roman Catholic Church. He was remarkable for his 
learning, his eloquence, and his ability as an instructor in 
letters and religion, and his eminent piety — excelling all 
his contemporaries. His friendship was sought by the 
most distinguished men of his time, and he was offered 
the dignities of the church ; but these he steadily refused 
to accept. He could not, however, prevent them from 
calling him the Doctor Angelicus. When Pope Urban 
IV. determined to establish the festival of the Holy 
Sacrament, he directed this learned and pious divine to 
1 prepare the “office” for that day. He composed the 
i celebrated lyrics, Pange , Lingua , Gloriosi and Lauda , Sion, 
Salvatorem , as the hymn and the prose for that solemn 
service. Both of them stand in the second rank among 
the hymns of the mediaeval period, the Dies Irce alone 
holding the first. 

/ They are excluded from the collection of Trench be- 

cause of their seeming to teach the Roman Catholic 
doctrine of transubstantiation. The language of this 
hymn, of the Last Supper, is not, however, subject to any 
objection on this ground, which would not apply to that 
of the Saviour in the institution of the Supper, and to his 
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instructions in the sixth chapter of John, which are not 
only consistent with our faith, but are, indeed, the foun- 
dation of it. The Protestant faith on this subject is well 
expressed and proved by Lady Jane Grey, in her inter- 
view with Dr. Feckenham, who had been sent by Queen 
Mary to convert her to the Catholic religion. 

“ Feckenham . Do you not receive the very body and 
blood of Christ? 

Lady Jane. No, surely, I do not so believe. I think 
that, at the Supper, I neither receive flesh nor blood, 
but bread and wine, which bread, when it is broken, and 
which wine, when it is drunken, putteth me in remem- 
brance how that, for my sins, the body of Christ was 
broken and his blood shed on the cross ; and with that 
bread and wine I receive the benefits that came by the 
breaking of his body and shedding his blood for our sins 
on the cross. 

“ Feckenham. Why, doth not Christ speak these words, 
* Take, eat, this is my body ? * Doth he not say it is his 
body? 

“ Lady Jane. I grant he saith so, and so he saith I 
am the vine, I am the door ; but he is never more the 
door or the vine. I pray you to answer me to this one 
question. Where was Christ when he said, 1 Take, eat, this 
is my body ? ’ Was he not at the table when he said so ? 
He was at that time alive, and suffered not till the next 
day. What took he but bread? What brake he but 
bread ? Look, what he took he brake ; and look, what 
he brake he gave ; and look, what he gave they did eat. 
And yet all this time he himself was alive and at 
supper, before his disciples.” 
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PANGE, LINGUA, GLORIOSI. 


^ange, lingua, gloriost 
©orpotis mpsterium, 
j&anguinisque ptetiosi, 

©uem in munbt pretium, 
4Ftuctus bentris generosi, 

Hex effubit gentium. 

i;! o ins tiatuss, nobis natus 
3Ex intacta Virgine, 

3Et in rnunbo conbexsatus, 
sparse bexbi semine, 

£>ui moxas incolatus 
iHflixo clausit orbine. 

Jn supxema noete cana, 
ftecumbens cum ftatribus, 
©bsexbata lege plene 
©ibis in legalibus, 

©tbum tuxba buobena 
£>e bat suis manibus. 

Vexburn caro, panem beeum 
Uerbo earnem efficit : 

,iFitgue sanguis ©bxisti mrrum; 
3Et si census befieit, 
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SING, MT TONGUE. 


Sing, my tongue, the theme undying, 
Mystery which His Body knoweth ; 

Precious blood of crucifying, 

Which the world’s Redeemer showeth ; 

Fruit of heavenly sanctifying, 

Whence the world’s redemption floweth. 

From the Blessed Virgin going, 

He with men on earth resided ; 

Sacred seed for ever sowing, 

He the fruit to us confided ; 

Till His end, His triumph showing, 

He His wondrous sojourn guided. 

In the night of His last meeting, 

With His brethren there united, 

All the Paschal forms completing, 

By the ancient law indited, 

Him He offered for their eating, 

And His dying love recited. 

Word made flesh, among us dwelling, 
With true bread and wine regaleth ; 

By His word the mystery telling — 

And if sense imperfect faileth — 
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air firmanlrum cor sinccrum 
jS>nla fifties sufiKcit. 

ftantum ergo j&acramentum 
Ueneremur ceritut; 

3Bt antiquum Irocumentum 
jBtobo celrat ritui, 
fir&stet fitoes ssupplementum 
j&enssuum trefectuu 
(Senitori, genitoque 
3Laus ct jubilatio, 

£?alus, fjonor, birtus quoque 
S?it rt benetrictio : 

^roceUenti at utroque 
©ompar sit lautratio. 
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From the true heart, doubt dispelling, 
Still the trust of faith prevaileth 
Such a sacrament provided, 

Bowed and humble let us take it ; 
Bites to ancient times confided, 

Yield to what the new rites make it ; 
Be not by the sense misguided, 

But in humble faith partake it 
Father, God of our salvation ! 

Son, for sinners interceding ! 

Holy Ghost, our renovation, 

Spirit, from them both proceeding I 
To the Three be jubilation, 

Honor, praise, and joy exceeding! 
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Scqttts Innas coltttnbutas 
alas Tjaijit antmae ? 

2Et tn almarn cruets palmam 
Sbolet ctttsstme, 

Jn qua Jesus totus laesus, 
<©rbts bestoertum, 

St tmmensus est suspensus, 
jfactus tmproperlum! 

©p cor, scantre— Jesu, panbe 
Olarttatis btscera, 

St profunbe me reconbe 
Jntra sacra bulnera— 

Jn superna me caberna 
Otolloca material- 
ise btbenti, tjutescenti 
iFtnts est mtsertae ! 

© mt 5®eus, amor meus! 
Cune pro me patens ? 

^ro utbtgno, cruets Ugno, 
Jesu mt, sufligeris ? 

$ro latrone, Jesu bone, 

2Fu In crucem tolleris ? 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



59 


THE PASSION OF THE LORD. 


Oh ! had it the wings of a dove, 

Quick my soul would to Calvary fly, 

And light on the cross of His love, 

Where they’ve nailed the Redeemer to die : 
Where Jesus, the hope of the earth, 

By their cruelty, bleeding and torn, 

And crowned as a sport for their mirth, 

All their scoffs and derision has borne. 

Oh ! rise then, my heart, and away ; 

Where Thy yearning, dear Jesus, abounds, 
There now in Thy love let me stay, 

Let me hide in the depth of Thy wounds. 
On high, in the home of the blest, 

In the cleft of the Rock give me peace, 
Where dwelling, my spirit may rest, 

And my trouble and misery cease. 

Oh ! tell me, my Love and my God, 

If indeed Thou art suff’ring for me? 

For me hast to Calvary trod, 

And dost hang on the merciless tree? 

With thieves, Lord of goodness and grace, 
Have Thine enemies crucified Thee ? 
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|Jto peccatis mete gratis, 
IJita mea, moreris r 
lion sum tanti, Jesu quantt 
amor tuus astimat— 
l&eu ! cue ego bitam bego 
S>i cor te nan rebamat r 
ISenebictus sit inbictus 
amor bincens omnia, 
amor fortis, tela mortis 
Heputans ut somnia. 

Jste fecit et refecit 
amor, Jesu, perbitum. 

© insignis, amor, ignis 
©or accenbe frigibum! 

© far bere cor arbere 
jFae me te biligere— 

10a eonjungi, ba befungi 
©ecum, Jesu, bibere ! 
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My sins dost Thou bear in my place ? 

And, my Life, art Thou dying for me ? 

0 Jesus ! unworthy am I — 

Undeserving the love Thou hast shown. 
Ah ! what does this life signify, 

If my heart do not love like Thine own ? 
The love that o’er all doth prevail, 

Let it blest and unconquered remain, 

And death and his darts that assail 

Be but dreams that are transient and vain. 
This love that has made us Thine own, 
Blessed Saviour, the lost doth reclaim ; 

The warmth of that love make it known, 
Till it kindle my heart with its flame. 

My heart, let it burn with Thy love ; 

With a holy desire let me sigh, 

To join with my Saviour above, 

And to dwell with Thee, Jesus, on high. 
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The most striking poetical situation in sacred history is 
the Mother of Jesus at the Cross. It could not fail to 
be the subject of a mediaeval hymn. The world-renowned 
Stabat Mater is that hymn, which, after being ascribed to 
many eminent authors, is now commonly attributed to 
Jacopone (ante, page 18). “ The mysterious charm and 

power of the hymn is due to the subject, and to the intensity 
of feeling with which the author has seized it. Mary stood 
there not only as the mother, but as the representative 
of the whole Christian church, for which the eternal Son 
of God suffered the most ignominious death on the cross. 
The author had the rare poetic faculty to bring out, as 
from immediate vision and heartfelt sympathy, the deep 
meaning of these scenes, in stanzas of classic beauty and 
melody that melt the heart and start the tear of peniten- 
tial grief at the cross of Christ.” 

“ The Mater Dolorosa has been regarded by universal 
consent as the most pathetic and touching of Latin church 
lyrics, and inferior only to the Dies Iroe , which stands 
alone in its glory and overpowering effect. Daniel calls 
it the queen of sequences. It breathes the spirit of pro- 
found repentance and glowing love, such as can be kindled 
only by long and intense contemplation of the mystery 
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of the cross — that most amazing and affecting spectacle 
ever presented to the gaze of heaven and earth. The 
agony of Mary at the cross, and the sword which then 
pierced through her soul, according to the prophecy of 
Simeon, never found more perfect expression. It sur- 
passes in effect the Mater Dolor osas of the greatest paint- 
ers. The key-note of the hymn is contained in the first 
two lines, and is suggested by the brief hut pregnant 
sentence of St. John, Stabat juxta crucem mater ejus. 
Yulg. It is brought out with overpowering effect in the 
Hymn, as has been felt even by those who have little re- 
ligious sympathy with the theme. 1 The loveliness of 
sorrow,’ says Tieck, ‘in the depth of pain, the smiling in 
tears, the childlike simplicity which touches on the high- 
est heaven, had to me never before risen so bright in the 
soulp I had to turn away to hide my tears, especially at 
the place, ‘ Vidit suum dulcem natumd ” 

“ The Mater Dolorosa has furnished the text of some 
of the noblest musical compositions by Palestrina, Per- 
golesi, Astorga, Haydn, Bellini, Rossini, Neukomm. That 
of Palestrina is still annually performed in the Sistine 
Chapel, during Passion week. 

“ There are about eighty translations of this hymn in 
German, and there are several in English ; but very few 
of those in English preserve the original metre.” 

The foregoing quotations are from the admirable article 
of Dr. Schaff, in the “Hours at Home,” to which I have 
elsewhere referred. 
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STABAT MATER DOLOROSA. 


gjtabat jittatet bolotosa 
Juxta ccucem lacrpmosa, 

Uum penbebat jfiUus— 

Otufus animatn gementem, 
(ttontrtstantem & bolentem, 
^ectransibit glabius. 

© quam tristis $c aflUcta 
,-fTuit iUa benebicta, 

Jlflatec tftnfgenftf! 

©u$ mterebat, & bolebat, 

IEt txemebat cum bibebat 
$,ati ptenas inclgti ! 

©uis est fjomo aut non fieret, 
©ijttstt fftattem si biberet 
Jn tanto supplicio ? 

©uis posset non contdstarl 
^iam JHatrem contemplad, 
Uolentent cum ,-jftUo? 

Ipro peccatis suae gentis, 
Titbit Jesum in tormentis, 

IEt flageUis subbitum. 

Uibit suum bulccm Saturn, 
jBflodentem, besolatum, 

33 um emisit spidtum 
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WEEPING STOOD HIS MOTHER. 


Weeping stood His mother, sighing 
By the cross where Jesus, dying, 

Hung aloft on Calvary ; 

Through her soul, in sorrow moaning, 
Bowed in grief, in spirit groaning, 
Pierced the sword in misery. 

Filled with grief beyond all others, 
Mother — blessed among mothers — 

Of the God-begotten one ! 

How she sorroweth and grieveth, 
Trembling as she thus perceiveth 
Dying her unspotted one ! 

Who could there refrain from weeping, 
Seeing Christ’s dear mother keeping, 

In her grief, so bitterly ? 

Who could fail to share her anguish, 
Seeing thus the mother languish, 

Lost in woe so utterly ? 

For the trespass of his nation 
She beheld his laceration, 

By their scourges suffering. 

She beheld her dearest taken, 

Crucified, and God-forsaken, 

Dying by their torturing. 
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i£ia ittater tons amorts, 
itte sentire bim bolorts, 

4Fac tit tecum lugeam. 

jfac ut arbeat cor meum 
Jit antattbo Cljristum ©cum, 
lit stbi complaceam. 

gjancta Hflater, (stub agas, 
tttrucifcrt fige plagas 
Otorbi mco balibe. 

£ut |lati bulnerati, 

Jam bignati pro me patt, 

$tenas meeum btbtbe. 

jFac me bere tecum Acre, 
(ttructftro cottboiere, 

Honec ego birero. 

Jurta otrucem tecum stare, 

&e Ubenter soctare, 

Jtt planctu bestbero. 

Utrgo btrgtnum prteclara, 

Hfltijt jam non sis amara, 
jFac me tecum plangere. 

jpae ut portem Olbristi mortem, 
^assionis ejus sortem 
iSt plagas recolere. 

4fac me plagis bulnerari, 

<£ruce tjac tnebrtart, 

©b amorem JPUH. 

Jnflammatus & aeeensus, 

|ier te, Uirgo, sim befensus 
Jtt bie jubtett. 
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Mother, fountain of affection, 

Let me share thy deep dejection, 

Let me share thy tenderness ; 

Let my heart, thy sorrow feeling, 

Love of Christ, the Lord, revealing, 

Be like thine in holiness ! 

All His stripes, oh ! let me feel them, 
On my heart for ever seal them, 
Printed there enduringly. 

All His woes, beyond comparing, 

For my sake in anguish bearing, 

Let me share them willingly. 

By thy side let me be weeping, 

True condolence with him keeping, 
Weeping all my life with thee; 
Near the cross with thee abiding, 
Freely all thy woes dividing, 

In thy sorrow joined with thea 
Virgin, of all virgins fairest, 

Let me feel the love thou bearest, 
Sharing all thy suffering ; 

Let me feel the death they gave Him, 
Crucified in shame to save them, 
Dying without murmuring. 

Let me feel their blows so crushing, 
Let me drink the current gushing 

From His wounds when crucified. 
By a heavenly zeal excited, 

When the judgment fires are lighted, 
Then may I be justified. 
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jpac tne ©ruce custobtri, 
fttorte GTijrtett pracmunirt, 
Otonfoberi gratia. 

<©uanbo corpus mortetur, 
jfac ut anirnac bonetur 
^aratrisi gloria. 
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On the Cross of Christ relying, 

Through His death redeemed from dying, 

By His favor fortified ; 

When my mortal frame is perished, 

Let my spirit then be cherished, 

And in heaven be glorified. 
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DE CORONA SPINEA. 


g>i bta here gloriari, 

3Bt a 31 co coronart 
Ignore ct gloria, 

3&anc coronatn contemplari 
S?tubeaa, atque aectart 
^lortantia beatigia. 

I^anc Otcclorum Ifter portabit, 
^oworabtt ct aacrabit 
jjacro auo captte— 

Jn bat galea pugnabtt, 

Cum antiquum ijostcm atrabit, 
Criumpfiana in Btipite. 
f&aec pugnantia galea, 
Criumpbantia laurca, 

Clara pontificia— 

$rimum fuit aptnea, 
^oatmobum fit aurca 
Cactu aancti bcrticia. 
gptnarum aculcoa 
Utrtus fecit aurcoa 
©i)*teti paaatonia. 

<&u® aeccatia apincoa 
fttortta actcrn® rcoa, 
Ebimplcbit bonia. 
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Woulds’t thy spirit glory truly — 

By the Lord be honored duly, 

With a crown irradiate, 

Think upon the crown they gave Him, 
Crucified in scorn to save them — 
Strive His life to imitate. 

This, the King of Heaven, dying, 
Honoring and sanctifying, 

Wore in shame and misery. 

In this helmet He contended, 

When His strife in triumph ended, 

On the cross of Calvary. 

Helmet which the soldier beareth — 
Laurel which the victor weareth — 
High priest’s mitre, consecrate— 
First of thorns His temples tearing, 
Then of gold beyond comparing, 

By His touching transmutate. 
Thorns He wore amid their scorning, 
Change to gold His brows adorning — 
By the death He suffereth. 

Which to those by sin perverted — 
From eternal death converted — 

Every blessing offereth. 
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UE CORONA SPINE A. 


Ue malts colUgltut 
3£t tie gptnts plectltur 
£ptnea perbetgtg. 
gjeb In aurum bertltur, 
<©uan&o culpa tollltur, 
iBlsbem conberstg. 

Jesu pie, Sfsti bone, 
Nostro nobtg In agone 
Hargece bletodam— 
jWoreg nosttos ste compone 
SUt perpetuee eoronee 
iwereamur glortam. 
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THE CROWN OF THORNS. 


Thorns, by wicked hands collected, 

In a plaited crown connected, 

Pierce the wicked bearing it ; 

When away our sin He taketh, 

This a crown of gold He maketh, 

To his children wearing it 
Jesus in Thy goodness aid us — 

In the strife that sin has made us, 

Give us, Lord, the victory. 

So our daily lives preparing, 

That, Thine endless glory sharing, 

We may wear the crown with Thee. 
10 
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VICTIMS PASCHALI LAUDES, 

THE FOUR PRINCIPAL PROSES. 

This hymn, of which the author is unknown, is said 
every day of Easter week. It is one of the four prin- 
cipal Proses of the Roman Catholic books of devotion. 
They were called Sequences , from their place in the ser- 
vices of the Roman Catholic Church — they followed the 
Gradual. They were called proses , because they were not 
verse in the classical sense, but prose ; that is to say, 
they disregarded the quantitative measure of the classical 
poets, and, in place of it, substituted syllabic measure and 
accentual rhythm. 

“Prose, nom qu’on a donn6 dans les derniers siecles a 
certaines hymnes composes de vers sans mesure, mais 
de certain nombre de syllabes avec des rimes qui se 
chantent apr&s le graduel, d’oi on les a aussi appellees 
sequence — sequentia, c’est a dire qui suit apr&s le grad- 
uel.” — Supp. Morer. 

“ Prose se dit aussi d’une sorte d’ouvrage latin en rimes, 
ou sans observer la quantity, on observe le nombre des 
syllabes. On chante a la messe, immediatement avant 
l’evangile, quelques ouvrages de cette nature dans les 
solemnity.” — J Diet Acad. 

“ Prosa , that which is not metre .” — Holyoke Lat. Diet. 

Although at the first the rhyme and the rhythm were 
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both imperfect, in the course of time the versification and 
the rhyme were alike regular and harmonious. 

“ L ’usage des proses a commence au plus tard au neu- 
vifcme sifccle. Notker, moine de S. Gal, qui gcrivit vers 
Tan 880, et qui est regards com me le premier auteur que 
Ton connaisse, en fait de proses, dit dans la preface du 
livre ou il en parle que il en avoit vu dans un antipho- 
nier de l’abbaye de Jumieges, laquelle fut bruise par les 
Normands en 841. Nous avons quatre proses principals, 
le Veni, Sancte Spiritus , pour la Pentecdte, que Durand 
attribue au Roi Robert, mais que est plus probablement 
de Hermannus Contractus — c’est la prose Sancti Spiritus 
adsit nobis gratia , qui est du roi Robert, selon quelques 
anciens, entr’ autres Brompton plus ancien que Durand — 
Le Lauda Sion salvatorem 1 pour la ffite du S. Sacre- 
ment qui est de S. Thomas d’Aquin — Le Victimce pas- 
chali laudes dont on ignore l’auteur — c’est la prose du 
temps de P&ques — Le Dies irce ) Dies ilia , que Ton chante 
aux services des moils. On l’attribue mal apropos a S. 
GrSgoire, ou & S. Bernard, ou it Humbert, ggngral des 
dominicains. Cette prose est du Cardinal Frangipani, 
dit Malabranca, docteur de Paris, de l’ordre des domini- 
cains qui mourut a Perouse en 12 94.” — Encyc . et Supp. 
Morer. 

The Victimce paschali laudes is usually printed in the 
form of prose, as I give it. I do not doubt, however, 
that its author considered it a rhymed lyric — poetical in 
its thought and conception, but really written in prosaic 
form, and interspersed, at unequal intervals, with rhymes 
of a very irregular and imperfect character, furnishing an 
apt illustration of the remarks of Archbishop Trench on 
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VICTIMS FASCHALI LATJLES. 


the infancy and progress of Latin rhymed accentual ver- 
sification. He says (I abridge his remarks) : ‘ Rhyme 
made itself an occasional place even in the later or pro- 
sodic poetry of Rome, but no large employment of it dates 
higher than the eighth or ninth centuries. It displayed 
itself first in lines which, having a little relaxed the strict- 
ness of metrical observance, sought to find a compensation 
for this in similar closes to the verse, being at this time 
very far from that elaborate and perfect instrument which 
it afterwards became. We may trace it, step by step, 
from its rude, timid, and uncertain beginnings, till, in the 
later hymnologists of the twelfth and thirteenth centuries, 
an Aquinas or an Adam of St Victor, it displayed all its 
latent capabilities, and attained its final glory and perfec- 
tion, satiating the ear with a richness of melody scarcely 
anywhere to be surpassed. At first the rhymes were 
often merely vowel or assonant ones, the consonants not 
being required to agree ; or the rhyme was ■ adhered to 
when this was convenient, but disregarded when the 
needful word was not at hand ; or the stress of the rhyme 
was suffered to fall on an unaccented syllable, thus scarcely 
striking the ear ; or it was limited to the similar termina- 
tion of a single letter ; while sometimes, on the strength 
of this like ending, as sufficiently sustaining the melody, 
the whole other construction of the verse and arrangement 
of the syllables was neglected. It may be that they who 
first used it, were oftentimes scarcely, or not at all, con- 
scious of what they were doing.* 

The following arrangement of the whole original hymn 
illustrates these remarks: 


\ 
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Victim® Paschali, 

Laudes immolent Christiani, 

Agnus redemit oves, 

Christus innocens Patri 
Reconciliavit peccatores. 

Mors et vita, duello, 

Conflixere mirando. 

Dux vit® mortuus, 

Regnat vivus. 

Die nobis, Maria, 

Quid vidisti in via ? 

Sepulcrum Christi viventis 
Et gloriam vidi resurgentis. 

Die nobis, Maria 
Quid vidisti in via ? 

Angelicos testes, 

Sudarium et vestes. 

.Die nobis, Maria, 

Quid vidisti in via. 

Surrexit Christus, spes mea. 

Pr®cedet suos in Galiloeam. 

Credendum est magis soli Mari® veraci, 
Quam Jud®orum turb® fallaci. 

Scimus Christum surrexisse a mortuis vere, 
Tu nobis victor, Rex miserere. 


Thus arranged, at its full length, it gives strong color 
to the suggestion, which has been made, that, originally, it 
had a dramatic character, and was sung, responsively, by 
a choir and by persons representing Mary Magdalen and 
the Apostles — a kind of performance which was not un- 
common in the earlier ages of Christianity. I copy the 
Prose from the Roman Missal, in the prosaic form in which 
I have always seen it printed, and in which it is said in 
that service. 
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Utcttrn® pasefjalt laubes immolent 
©ijxtsttani. 

&gnus xebemtt obes: atf)rl»fuss inno= 
cens $atxt xeconetltabit peccatoxes. 

jUfloxs et bitabuello contttxexe tntxanbo: 
bux bit® moxtuus, xegnat btbus. 

3Btc nobis, ittaxta: qutb bibisti in 
bta? 

gjepulexunt ©Ijxisti bibentts, et gloxtant 
btbt xesuxgentts. 

&ngelteos testes, subaxtunt et bestes. 

j&urxexit OTIjxtsttts, spes mea: px&eebet 
bos tit (©alil&atn. 

jfcctmus OTti^tsttutn suxxexisse a mox= 
tuts bexe. 2Tu nobis, bietox, 9£Ux, ntis= 
exexe. 
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TO THE PASCHAL VICTIM RAISE. 


Christians, raise your grateful strain 
To the Paschal victim, slain ; 

Now the Lamb the flock hath bought — 
To the Father, long besought, 

Christ, the pure and undefiled, 

Hath the sinner reconciled. 

Here contending Death and Life 
Now have met in wondrous strife ; 
Death the Prince of Life hath slain, 
Now he reigns in life again ! 

“ Tell us, Mary, what, to-day, 

Thou beheldest on thy way.” 

“ Where the buried Lord had been, 

There His glory I have seen, 

Angel witnesses around, 

Grave clothes that His body bound. 
Christ, my hope, alive and free, 

Follow Him to Galilee.” 

Christ, the just, for sinners slain, 

From the dead is risen ngain. 

Thee, our victor King, we know — 

To us, now, Thy mercy show. 
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DE MYSTERIO ASCENSIONE 
DOMINI. 


Aortas besttas seternales, 
®tlump1jales, principals, 
Engelt, attolllte. 

3Bja, tolllte actutum, 

'fcJenlt Uomlnus blrtutum, 
ISlex arternte glotlfe. 

T^enlt totus l&tabunbus, 
Otanbfous et rublcunbus, 
Elnctls clarist besttbus. 
#,oba glotlosus stola, 
<®rablens birtutc sola, 
Ulultls clnctus mllltbus. 
Solus erat In egressu, 
Srb Ingentem In tegressu 
Effect multltublnem, 
jFtuctum sute passlonls, 
GTestem resutrectlonls, 
IBiobam call scgetem, 

3Eja, jubilate 23 eo, 

Jacent Ijostes, blclt 3Leo, 
Yitit semen Ebtal)®, 

Jam rulnte replebuntur, 
©tell clbes augebuntut, 
Salbabuntur anlm®. 


Digitized by Google 



8i 


THE ASCENSION OF THE LORD. 


Raise the everlasting gates, 

Triumph now the Lord awaits — 
Angels raise them hastily. 

Open wide the pearly portal, 

Now ascends the Lord immortal, 

King of glory endlessly. 

Now he comes in joy sufficing, 

White and radiant in his rising — 
Vestments dyed and glorious — 

In new robes, to triumph rising, 
Walking in his strength surprising, 
With a throng victorious. 

He, alone, to earth descended, 

See him back to Heaven ascended, 
Bringing thousands with him here — 
Fruit of his incarnate dying — 

To his rising testifying — 

Heaven’s harvest gathered hera 
Shout aloud Jehovah’s praises — 

O’er his foes, the Lion raises 
Triumph now to Abra’m’s seed. 

Now our ruin quickly ceases — 

Now the heavenly host increases — 
Souls will now be saved indeed. 

ii 
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^egitet ©brlstus trtumpfjator 
^ominumque liberator, 

&tx imsericorblce, 

Mrlticeps pacts, Ileus fortis 
Vim bator, blctor mortis, 
ILaus ccelestls curlfe. 

®u, qui cirlum reserasti. 
iSt in Ulo pracparasti. 

Hocum tuis farnuUs, 

,-jTac me ttbt fatnularl, 

($t tc pits benerarl 
%ic in terra jubtUs, 

©t post actum bit® cursum, 
ISgo quoque scatibetts sursum 
&e blbere baleam. 
juxta $atrem constoentem, 
Ertumpbantem et regetttem 
©mitta per glorlam. 
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Christ shall make his reign enduring, 
Man’s redemption now securing, 
Pardoning with fidelity. 

Heavenly hosts his praises singing, 
He in strength and peace is bringing, 
Life and immortality. 

Thou the gates of heaven unbarring, 
Thou, within, a place preparing 
For thy servants dwelling hera 
Let me with thy servants joining, 
With thy worshippers combining, 
Praise thee while remaining here. 
So that when my course is ended, 
Rising as my Lord ascended, 

I may see thee ever there 
With the Father — seated by Him — 
Triumphing in glory nigh him — 
Reigning with him everywhera 
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This hymn, which Trench declares to be the loveliest 
of all the hymns in the whole circle of Latin sacred poetry, 
is another of the four principal proses — the prose for 
Pentecost Clichtoveus says that it is beyond all praise, 
as well on account of its remarkable grace and ease, as 
of the richness and fullness of its thoughts and the finished 
beauty of its construction, seeming to show that the 
author, “ whoever he may have been,” was filled by the 
Holy Spirit with a heavenly sweetness, which enabled 
him to pour forth such delightful thoughts in such com- 
prehensive and appropriate language. 

It has been attributed to various authors, among 
others to Pope Innocent III. and to Hermanus Con- 
tractus, a learned monk of St. Gall. It is now commonly 
attributed to Robert II., King of France. Archbishop 
Trench says there exists no sufficient reason for calling 
in question the attribution which has been commonly 
made of it to King Robert I am very slow to doubt 
when so great an authority says there exists no sufficient 
reason for doubting, but I am compelled to say that I 
know of no sufficient proof that King Robert was really 
the author of it. I should be quite ready to believe that 
he had set it to music, if I were convinced that so beau- 
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tiful a specimen of rhymed accented Latin verse had been 
written before his day. In the authority quoted on page 
75, the prose written by him is said to be the Sancti 
Spiritus adsit nobis gratia , which is now usually attrib- 
uted to Notker, the first writer of proses. I borrow from 
the “ Seven great hymns ” an extract from the Chronicle 
of St. Bertin : “ Robert 6tait tres pieux, prudent, lettte 
et suffisamment philosophe, mais surtout excellent musi- 
cien. II composa la prose du St Esprit, qui commence 
par ces mots, Adsit nobis gratia, , les rhythmes Judos et 
Uierusalem , et Cornelius Centurio } qu’il offrit a Rome sur 
l’autel de St. Pierre, note avec le chant qui leur 6tait 
propre, de nteme que l’antiphone Eripe et plusieurs autres 
beaux morceaux.” The facts, that no mention is here 
made of this gem, and that Clichtoveus, a careful inquirer, 
who died in 1543, speaks of the authorship as unknown, 
or so much in dispute that he would not name the author, 
throw, certainly, some doubt on the question. I incline 
to the belief that this and the Veni Creator have lived by 
force of their innate vitality, and that, without any real 
evidence, they have been attributed to their illustrious 
supposed authors. Being worthy of the highest author- 
ship, they would naturally enough be attributed to kings 
and popes. 
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VENI, SANCTE SPIRITUS. 


'Uenf, sancte J&ptrttus, 

3Bt emltte cortttus 
Hurts tufe tabtum. 

Vtni, $ater paupeeum; 
Ytni, bator munerum ; 

Ueirt, lumen cotbtum. 
©onsolator optlme, 

JBulrts fjospess antrnte, 
3®ulce teftlgertum. 

Jn labore tequtes, 

Jn $stu tempertes, 

Jn fletu solatium, 

© lua beattsstma, 

Hteple cotbls Intlma 
Quorum libeltum. 
g>lne tuo numtne 
litbtl est In ijomlne, 
illijtl est tnnoitum. 
Haba quob est soebtbum, 
lEtlga quob est artbum, 
j&ana quob est saurium. 
jplecte quo* est rtgtbum, 
jFobe quob est frtglbum, 
Hege quob est bebtum. 
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COME, HOLY SPIRIT. 


Holy Spirit from above, 

Shine upon us in Thy love 
With Thy heavenly radiance. 
Father of the poor below, 

Who dost every gift bestow, 

Light our hearts to gladden us. 

Of the soul the dearest guest, 

Of the heart the sweetest rest, 

Sent of God to comfort us — 
Freshness for the summer’s heat, 

In our tears a solace sweet, 

Sweet repose in weariness — 

Let Thy faithful in Thy sight 
Feel Thy cheering, heavenly light, 
Warming and enlightening us. 

Oh ! without Thy quickening power, 
We must perish in an hour, 
Everything condemning us. 

Wash away each guilty stain, 

Water with Thy gracious rain, 

In Thy mercy healing us. 

Move our stubborn lips to praise, 
Warm our coldness with Thy rays, 
Call us from our wanderings. 
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VENI, SANCTE SPIRITUS. 


30a tuts fitodfoujs 
$it tt cofitoentfouss 
g>aarum septenatium. 
30a birtutte merttum, 
30a salutte exitum, 

30a pmnne gaubiutn. 
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Them who on Thy grace depend, 
Them, Thy faithful, ever send 
Sacred sevenfold peace with Thea 
Give them virtue’s best reward, 

Give salvation with the Lord ; 

Give them joy unceasingly. 

12 
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LAUDA, SION, SALYATOREM. 


Of all the mediaeval hymnologists, no one used the 
Latin rhymed versification in greater perfection than 
St. Thomas Aquinas, nor is there any hymn which 
better exhibits his remarkable power as a writer of 
Latin hymns, than the Lauda Sion Salvator em, the 
prose for the holy sacrament, one of the four princi- 
pal proses. As has been before stated (page 52), it, 
together with the Pange , Lingua, Oloriosi, was written 
by St. Thomas, as part of the office for the feast of the 
Holy Sacrament, composed by him, at the request of 
Pope Urban IV., when he instituted that divinely ap- 
pointed rite as one of the regular festivals of the Roman 
Catholic Church. 

According to his view of that solemn supper, he has 
in this prose exhausted the subject, not only in its theo- 
logical and ecclesiastical sense, but in its administrative 
and receptive significance, while in the matter of versi- 
fication it leaves nothing to be desired. Its harmony is 
without a jar, and the flow of its rhythm is as easy and 
undisturbed as aptly chosen words can make it, while its 
gentle cadences are in accord with the divine love which 
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inspired the sacred rite. It is but just to say that he 
doubtless intended that his words should be understood 
according to the faith which the Roman Catholic Church 
now teaches; but it may also be said that the hymn 
might have been written by a Protestant, in the same 
words, without doing violence to, the faith of the Pro- 
testant Church, although it does not fully express that 
faith ; and I have preferred to translate it in that 
sense. 
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Eaulra, g>ton, g>albatorem, 
ILauba bucem & pastorem 
3n tjsmniss & canttcls. 
Quantum poles, tantum aube. 
<®ula major omnl laube, 
iBlec laubare sufficls. 
SLaubls tbema speclalls, 
iPantg btbus & bhalls 
i&obte proponttur. 

<®uem hi sacra? mcnsa ccena?, 
®urba? fratrum buobena? 

20 alum non amblgltur. 

Snt Ians plena, sh sonora: 
j5>lt jucunba, sh becora 
Ulcntts jubtlaito. 

30tes solemnls aghur, 

Jn qua mcnsa? recolhur, 
f&ujus insthutto. 

$n ijac mensa nobt Itegls, 
jfiobum ^aseija noba? Icgls 
^ijasc betus terminal. 
'Uetustatem nobhas, 

SUmbram fugat bcrltas, 
Ifioctem lur eltminat. 
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SION, PRAISE THY SAVIOUR. 


Sion, praise thine Interceder ; 

To thy Shepherd and thy Leader 
Songs and anthems elevate. 

With thy highest powers sing Him, 

Still the praises thou canst bring Him 
Never can be adequate. 

Theme of praise, all praise transcending, 
Bread of life, from heaven descending I 
He to us has offered it, 

As He in that final meeting, 

When the sacred twelve were eating, 

To them freely proffered it 
Lift aloud the voice of praising, 

Sweet and holy accents raising, 

Strains divine to execute. 

’Tis the solemn feast provided, 

Where the Lord Himself presided, 

This His feast to institute. 

Table of the Lord ascended, 

Paschal Lamb for us intended, 

Ancient form here terminates. 

New things now the old supplying, 
From the truth the shadows flying, 
Light the darkness dissipates. 
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<®uob in ctena (Eijristus gessit, 
jTacteniium i)oc expressit 
Jn sut memoriam. 

20 octi sacrts institutis, 

$anem, btnutn in salutis 
Otonsecramus bostiam. 

©ogma batur <£i)ri0tiani0, 

<®uob in carnem transit panis, 
3 St binurn in sangutnem. 

<©uob non tapis, quob non btbes, 
Enimosa firmat fibes, 

|Jr&tet return orbinem. 
g?ub bibersts spectebus, 

£>ignts tantum $c non rebus, 
llatent res extmife. 

(ttaro eibus, sanguis potus, 
Hflanet tamen totus 

g»ub utraQue specie. 

& sumente non concisus, 
jBton confractus, non bibisus; 

Jnteger accipitur. 
j&urnit unus, sumunt mtUe, 
Quantum isti, tantum tUe: 
iBtec sumptus consumitur. 
gumunt boni, sumunt mali, 
£orte tamen tnaequalt, 

TtJitte bel interitus. 
iWors est malts, bita bonis: 

T^tbe parts sumptionis 
<®uam sit btspar exitus. 
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Doing what the Lord was doing, 

Here, His own commandment showing, 
We His love commemorate. 

Taught by Jesus’ inculcation, 

Bread and wine for our salvation 
Here to Him we dedicate. 

Here to Christians Jesus preacheth, 
Here to us the mystery teacheth, 

Never sense perceiving it — 

Flesh and blood, for us devoted, 

Are by bread and wine denoted, 

Living faith believing it 
Iji the different kinds He places, 

Signs of hidden gifts and graces, 
Precious things He telleth here : 

That His flesh is meat unto us, 

And His blood is drink unto us — 

In them both He dwelleth here. 

He this blessed bread that breaketh, 

He that of this wine partaketh, 

All the Saviour cherisheth ; 

All the Church on earth may break it, 
All the faithful may partake it. 

None of Jesus perisheth. 

Good and bad, together meeting, 

And the sacred supper eating, 

Each how different taketh it ! 

To the wicked condemnation, 

To the worthy sweet salvation, 

Christ the Saviour maketh it ! 
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jfracto bernurn Sacramento, 
§M bactlles, seb memento 
Cantum esse sub ftagmento 
Quantum toto tegttur. 
jfiuUa ret fit sctssura, 

Stgnt tantum fit ftactura, 
<®ua nee status nee statura 
Stgnatt mtnuttur. 

3Scce pants Engelorum, 

,if actus ctbus btatorum : 
Vttt pants filtorum, 
jfion mtttenbus cantbus. 
Jit figurts prfestgnatur, 

<ttum Jsaac tmmolatur, 
Egnus pascb® beputatur, 
©atur manna patrlbus. 
ISone pastor, pants here, 
Jesu nostrt miserere, 

Eu nos pasce, nos tuere, 

Eu nos bona far btbcre 
Jn terra btbenttum. 

Eu gut cuncta sets 8c bales, 
<®ut nos pasets btc mortales, 
Cuos tbt commensales, 
<ltof)«rebes 8c sobales, 
jfac sanctorum ctbtum. 
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When this sacred feast thou makest, 
When thou but a morsel breakest, 

Thou the Saviour still partakest — 

He is all in all to thee. 

By the sign that is divided, 

Real food, for thee provided, 

Still unbroke, to thee confided, 

Jesus doth recall to thee. 

Angel bread, from heaven descended, 
Food to wanderers here extended. 

For the childrens bread intended, 

Dogs should never take of it. 

Isaac, as a type, promoted, 

And the Paschal Lamb, devoted, 

And the manna — all denoted 
Only His might break of it 
Thou Good Shepherd, Bread of Heaven ! 
Jesus, let us be forgiven! 

Feed and guard us by Thy kindness, 
Take us from our earthly blindness 
To the glory giv’n by Thee. 

Thou, all powerful and all knowing — 
Blessed food on us bestowing — 

At Thy Table with Thee eating, 

Thy coheirs together meeting, 

Let us dwell in heaven with Thee ! 

13 
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ADAM OF ST. VICTOR. 


The Abbey of St. Victor, near Paris, was one of the 
most celebrated religious houses in France seven hun- 
dred years ago — celebrated for its learning, its theology, 
its genuine devotion, and its fondness for sacred lyrics. 
It was, hence, the home and resort, as well as the parent 
and teacher, of great men. Among these Adam, a 
regular canon of the Abbey, was deservedly held in very 
high estimation for all the qualities of a devout and learned 
man. His familiarity with the Sacred Scriptures was 
most remarkable, and evidently could have been the result 
of nothing less than the most constant reading, and the 
most careful study and comparison, of the sacred writers 
in the riper years of his cultivated intellect. The Holy 
Word seemed to be almost the only language that he 
knew — so easily and gracefully did it flow from his pen 
in the harmonious lines of his lyrical compositions, of 
which one hundred and six are now extant. They 
all have the same general characteristics of style and 
versification, and in them all we are continually delighted 
with the felicity as well as the facility with which he 
writes, while he is sometimes brief and sententious with- 
out a parallel. 
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Trench, in his Sacred Latin Poetry, has given us many 
of the best of his lyrics, so many and so various that we 
are made familiar with his characteristics. We seem to 
know him. The only one of these which I have selected 
for this little book is his poem on the Martyrdom of St. 
Stephen, which Trench calls a sublime composition ; and 
we see that it well deserves the name, when, in imagina- 
tion, we take the place of the old monk and become a 
spectator of that first martyrdom, passing with him from 
the present to that early dawn of Christianity, and from 
the description of the bloody scene, to the rapt ecstasy in 
which he apostrophizes the suffering saint and beholds the 
sympathizing Saviour in the opening heaven, upholding 
him and strengthening him in the triumph of his mar- 
tyrdom. 

Dr. Trench accords to him the highest place among the 
writers of Latin Sacred Poetry, but not without some doubt 
whether that honor may not properly belong to Arch- 
bishop Hildebert. He would except the authors of the 
Dies Iras, and the Stabat Mater , if the harps on which 
those unequalled strains were improvised did not seem to 
have been immediately broken into silence. 

He died July 8, 1177, and his epitaph, written by him- 
self, was preserved for several hundred years on the 
walls of the Abbey, near the door of the choir, where 
the echo of his hymns had been so often heard. The 
tone of penitent humility, and the impressive, solemn, 
movement of the epitaph, have induced me to insert it 
here as a part of this sketch, to exhibit his character, by 
his own hand, as it was his last desire to appear. 
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Iftarcs prceatl, natura films La, 

ISrtHigue reus, nascltur omuls Ijomo. 

([lube superbtt Ijomo, rujus eoneeptln 
culpa, 

Jlascl pcena, labor blta, necesse morl? 

>Jana salus ijomlnls, banus brror, oms 
nla bana— 

Jnter bana ntfill bantus est tjomlne— 

Uum magls allublt prasentls gloria 
blta, 

IJJraterlt, tmmo fuglt — non fuglt, Immo 
perlt. 

$)ost Ijomtnem bermts, post bermern fit 
tints, tyeu, fyeu l 

£>le reblt ab clnerem gloria nostra slmul. 

I^lc ego gut jaceo, miser et tnlserabtlls 
Slbam, 

®lnam pro summo munere poseo pre= 
cent— 

^eecabl, fateor, benlam peto, parce fas 
tentl, 

$arce pater ; fratres parelte ; paree 
30eus! 
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An heir of sin and child of wrath by nature here 
below, 

A stranger every man is born — an exile’s life to 
know. 

Whence doth he boast himself in pride whose 
thought is guilt, innate, 

Whose birth is pain, whose life is toil, and death 
his only fate ? 

Vain health of man, vain beauty too, vain boast of 
earthly pride, 

Vain thing is man, among the vain, vainer than all 
beside. 

The glory of this present life, what time it doth 
delight, 

Doth quickly pass, not pass but fly, not fly but 
perish quite. 

And then, to man the worm succeeds, and after 
worms the dust, 

At once to dust he must return with every earthly 
trust 

And I, poor Adam lying here, ’tis mercy all I need, 

One only prayer I now can make — for heaven’s 
last gift I plead, 

M v sins confess, my pardon seek — oh let a sinner li ve i 

Father, and brothers in the faith, and God, oh God, 
forgive ! 
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DE. S. STEPHANO. 


tt munbus exultablt, 

ISt exultans celebrablt 
<£i)rlstt natalttla. 

I^ett chorus angelorum 
|jcosecutus est ctelorum 
Regent cum tetttla. 
IJtotomartgr ct 3Lebtta, 
©latus fibe, clarus btta, 
OTlarus ct mttacuUs, 
g>ub bac luce trtumpbablt, 
iBt tnumpljans tnsultabit 
g>tepi)anus tnctebuUs. 
jFremunt etgo tanguam fee®, 
<!|uta btett befecere 
JLucts abbetsaru. 

,jpalsos testes statuunt, 

3St Unguas cxacuunt 
Ulperarum filtt. 

&gontsta, nullt cebe — 

Otexta certus be meccebe, 
^ersebeca S?tep!)ane— 

^itsta falsts testlbus, 
(Soitfuta seemontbus 
giimagogam j&atait®. 
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ST. STEPHEN. 


Yesterday the world, elated, 

With their praises celebrated 
Jesus Christ’s nativity ; 

Angels, then their voices raising, 

Were the King of Heaven praising, 
Joyful in festivity. 

Stephen, proto-martyr, Deacon, 

In his faith and life a beacon, 

Mighty, too, in miracles, 

This day, to his triumph rising, 

Was in triumph then despising 
Cruel Jews and infidels. 

They like beasts of prey were raging, 
Their secure defeat presaging, 

And of light the enemies — 

Lying witnesses providing, 

And with sharpened tongues deriding — 
Sons of vipers venomous ! 

Stephen, strive, thy strife enduring, 

And thy sure reward securing, * 
Persevere to victory. 

Fear not witnesses abounding, 

All confute, with truth confounding 
Satan’s desperate synagogue. 
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jfortis tuus est in ccelis, 
ftestis berar et fibelts, 
&estis innocentUe. 
liomen tabes coronatt, 

Et tormenta beret pati 
$ro corona glorUe. 
ftro corona non marcenti 
^crfer brebis bint tormenti, 
Et manet bictoria. 
ftibi fiet mors, nataUs, 

2Tibt pccna terminalis 
Bat bit® primorbia. 
iSn ! a bextris Bei stantem 
Jesurn, pro te bimicantem, 
g>tepi)ane, ronsibera. 

®tbt eeelos resrrart, 
ftibi (Christum rebelart 
(Clanta boce libera. 

IHenus saneto spiritu 
^enetrat intuitu 
J&tepijanus ccelestia. 

Utbens Bei gloriam 
(Creseit ab bictoriam, 
gjuspirat ab premia, 
j&e contmenbat j&albatori, 
^iro quo bulce bucit mort 
jc>ub ipsis laptbibus. 
;g>aulus serbat omnium 
Vestcs lapibanttum, 
Haptbans in omnibus. 
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In the skies thy witness liveth, 

And, in faith and truth, he giveth 
Fullest proof of innocence. 

Crowndd is the name thou wearest, 

And the tortures that thou bearest 
Give thy crown its radiance. 

For a crown of light, unfading, 

Meet the force of pain, invading — 
Victory shall remain with thee. 

Death to thee becometh natal, 

For its final pang so fatal, 

Giveth endless life to thee. 

See, by God’s right hand is standing 
Jesus, for thee help commanding — 
Stephen, see he aideth thee ; 

For thee, heavenly gates unsealing, 

For thee, Christ the Lord revealing — 
Cry unto him earnestly. 

Stephen is to heaveu gazing, 

On the heaventy scenes amazing — 
Holy Ghost sustaining him ; 

God’s full glory to him showing, 

While to victory he is going — 

Love and hope constraining him. 

To the Lord his soul commending, 
Sweet he finds the death impending, 
While the stones are bruising him ; 
And young Saul, the garments holding 
Of those stoning, is upholding. 

And, himself, is using them, 

u 
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jBic peccatum statuatuc 
a quibus laptoatur 
<©cnu ponit tt precatur, 
(tfonbolens tnsanifc— 

Jn ©ijristo sic obbotmibtt, 
eut ©fjcteto sic obclribtt, 

3Bt cum (tfimsto semper bibtt, 
Jttattgtum primttte. 
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“Lord forgive them,” hear him saying, 
For the men who him are slaying, 

On his bended knee now praying — 
Praying God to pardon them. 

Thus, in Christ, the martyr sleeping, 
To him thus obedience keeping, 

In him liveth without weeping — 
First fruits these of martyrdom. 
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DIES I R M. 


“Of all the Latin hymns of the Church, this has the 
widest fame. The grand use which Goethe has made 
of it in his Faust may have helped to bring it to the 
knowledge of some who would not otherwise have known 
it, or, if they had, would not have believed its worth, if 
the sage and seer of this world, a prophet of their own, 
had not thus set his seal of recognition upon it. To 
another illustrious man this hymn was eminently dear. 
How affecting is that incident recorded of Sir Walter 
Scott by his biographer, how, in those last days of his, 
when all of his great mind had failed, or was failing, he 
was yet heard to murmur to himself some lines of this 
hymn, an especial favorite with him in other days. Nor 
is it hard to account for its wide and general popularity. 
The metre, so grandly devised, of which I remember no 
other example, fitted though it has here shown itself for 
bringing out some of the noblest powers of the Latin 
language; the solemn effort of the triple rhyme, which 
has been likened to blow following blow of the hammer 
on the anvil ; the confidence of the poet in the univer 
sal interest of his theme, a confidence which has made 
him set out his matter with so majestic and unadorned 
a plainness as at once to be intelligible to all — these 
merits, with many more, have given the Dies Irce a fore* 
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most place among the master-pieces of sacred song.”— 
Trench. 

Its great power, its universal sympathy with every 
man, lies in its absolute selfishness — not in a bad sense, 
in the highest and purest and best sense — and in the 
sincerity and earnestness of its simple and natural lan- 
guage. It is the language of one man, in relation to 
himself alone, in view of the awful realities of that ulti- 
mate responsibility which all right-minded men so often 
feel, and which all men, the most hardened even, some- 
times feel with great solemnity. The conflagration, the 
judge, the trumpet, the book, the whole scene, are men- 
tioned only to give force to the exclamation, “ Quid sum , 
miser! tunc dicturus? ” “What can I then say?” And 
every confession and every prayer is for individual self, and 
is a renunciation of all hope, except through the free grace 
of Christ. The last stanza is omitted in some copies. 
Trench omits it, as do some others. If it be translated, 
as it sometimes is, as a prayer for the salvation of all 
mankind at the last day, then it certainly is not in har- 
mony with the rest of the hymn, and ought to be omitted. 
On the other hand, if it be translated as it is here, and 
has been by some others, and as it clearly should be, 
rendering the last line “Spare me,” then the last stanza, 
instead of being feeble and inconsequent, becomes a har- 
monious and proper close of a hymn with such a beginning. 

It is usually ascribed to Thomas of Celano, an Italian 
monk of the thirteenth century ; but I think, with Trench, 
that there is no certainty — I should say but little proba- 
bility — that the authorship belongs to him. 
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©teg irae, Hies ilia ! 

•fcolbet gaeclunt in fabiUa, 

©egte ©abib cum S>gbtUa. 
<Buantug tremor egt futurug, 
(Sluanbo Jubex egt benturug, 
(tfuncta gtricte bigcuggurug. 
®uba tnirum gpargeng gonum 
ppcr gcpulcra rcgionum, 

(ttogct omneg ante tijronum. 
iWorg gtupebit, et natura, 

Outtrn regurget ereatura, 
Jubicanti regpottgura. 

ILibcr gcriptug proferctur, 

Jn guo totum continetur, 

SUitbe munbug jubicetur. 

Jubcx ergo cum gebcbit, 
<®uibguib latet, apparebit : 
jjlU inultunt remanebit. 

<©uib gum, miger! tunc bicturug, 
<®uem patronum rogaturug, 
<©uum bix jugtug git gecurug ? 
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THE DAY OF WRATH. 


Day of threatened wrath from heaven, 
To the sinful, unforgiven ! 

Earth on fire, to ashes driven ! 

Oh, the guilty, how affrighted ! 

That each wrong shall then be righted, 
And with blazing truth be lighted ! 
Loud the trumpet will be blowing, 

All on earth the sound be knowing, 
And to answer will be going. 

Death amazed will then be quaking— 
As the dead of ages waking, 

Shall their fearful doom be taking. 
From the Book then opened newly, 
Every sinful deed must, duly, 

Then be heard and answered truly. 
God, the Judge, will then be dealing, 
With each hidden thought and feeling, 
And the last award be sealing. 

What shall wretched I be saying ? 

To what Friend for help be praying ? 
Fear the righteous then dismaying ! 

hi 
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Mex trentenbte majestatls, 
Ont salbartbos salbas gratis, 
j£>alba me, forts pletatts ! 
irtecorbare, Jesu pie, 

Ouob sum rausa war bier ; 
fie me perbas ilia blr ! 
Ouaerens me, seblstl lassus, 
fiebentlstl, rrurem passus : 
Cantus labor non sit cassus. 
Juste Jubex ulttonls, 

Z3onum far remissions 
ante blem rattonts. 
Jngemtsco tanquam reus, 
Culpa rubet bultus meus ; 
J&uppllrantl parre, Ueus ! 

Out invariant absolbtstl, 
l£t latrottem exaublstl, 

HrlH)l quoque spent bebtstl. 
^reres me® non sunt btgitae, 
jg>eb Cu bonus fac bentgne 
j^e pereitnl erenter Igite! 
Jitter obes lorunt jtraesta, 

35t ab tytebls nte sequestra, 
£>tatuens In parte bextra. 
Confutatls maleblctls, 

Jf lantmls arrlbus abblrtls, 
■fcfoca me cum beneblctls! 

Oro supplex et arrllitls, 

Cor contrltunt quasi tints, 
(Sere euram met tints. 
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King of Kings, all powers enthralling, 
Without price Thy chosen calling, 

Pity, save my soul from falling ! 

Jesus, cradled in a manger — 

For my sake on earth a stranger — 

Save me in that day of danger I 
For me weary, all things needing — 

On the cross in anguish bleeding — 

Do not lose such toil and pleading I 
God the righteous, never sleeping ! 

Oh ! forgive a sinner weeping ! 

While Thy love is mercy keeping ! 
Lost without Thy blood atoning — 
Blushes mingling with my groaning — 
Spare my soul in sorrow moaning ! 
Sinful Mary Thou forgavest, 

And the dying thief Thou savedst, 
Ground of hope to me Thou gavest 
Prayers unworthy to Thee sending, 

Be Thy goodness still befriending ; 
Save me from the fire unending ! 

With Thy chosen flock forever, 

When the sheep and goats shall sever 
On Thy right hand keep me ever ! 
When, in fire, the cursed gather, 

Let me hear Thee saying, rather, 

“ Come, thou blessed of my Father !” 
Trusting to Thy goodness wholly — 
Crushed in heart, and bending lowly — 
Save at last, Thou Just and Holy ! 

15 
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Hacrpiosa totes Ula ! 
<©ua resuxget ex fabtUa, 
Jutotcaittous tomo xeus ; 
^ute ergo paxce, Beus ! 


Digitized by 



DIES IBM 


l 'S 


In that day when, weeping, quaking, 
Man shall rise, from dust awaking, 

In thine arms, 0 Jesus I bear me — 
From Thy curses, God oh I spare mel 
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THE DAY OF WRATH. 

ANOTHER VERSION. 

Day of wrath ! that final day, 

Shall the world in ashes lay ! 

David and the Sibyl say. 

Oh ! what trembling there shall be, 
When the coming Judge we see, 

All to try impartially l 
When the trumpet’s awful sound 
Bursts the graves beneath the ground, 
Calling all the throne around. 

Death amazed, and Nature, too, 

See the dead arise to view, 

To their just and final due. 

There the record will be shown, 

In which everything is known, 
Whence to judge the world alona 
When the Judge is seated, then 
Shall each sin appear again — 

Not unpunished one remain. 

Wretched me ! what shall I say? 

Who will plead for me that day, 

When the just themselves must pray? 
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King of Majesty divine ! 

Freely saving who are Thine, 

Save me, Fount of Love divine ! 
Blessed Jesus ! think, I pray, 

For me was Thy weary way — 

Do not lose me in that day ! 

Sought by Thee in toil and pain, 

By Thy cross redeemed again, 

Let Thy sufferings not be vain ! 
Judge ! Thy vengeance, oh ! delay ; 
Grant me pardon, here I pray, 

Now, before that reckoning day. 
Humbly I my sorrow speak, 

Blushes bum my guilty cheek, 

Spare me, God, while thus I seek ; 
Mary, Thy free grace forgave, 

Grace the dying thief did save, 

Hope of grace to me it gave. 

All unworthy is my prayer, 

But thy goodness still declare ; 

Let me not in flames despair ! 

When Thy sheep, by Thy command, 
From the goats divided stand, 

Place me then on Thy right hand. 
When the cursed in their shame 
Writhe in everlasting flame, 

With the blessed call my name. 
Bowed and lowly, hear my cry ! 

See my heart in ashes lie I 
Oh ! protect me when I die ! 
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On that final day of tears, 

When before Thy bar appears 
Man, from ashes risen again, 

Spare me, God, oh I spare me then ! 


THE DAY OP WRATH. 

AHOTHBB YXBSIOK. 

Day of wrath, with vengeance glowing, 
Seer and Sybil long foreknowing ! 

Earth and time to ruin going ! 

How the guilty world will tremble 
When the Judge shall all assemble, 

And not one will dare dissemble ! 

When the trumpet’s summons, swelling 
Through Death’s dark and dusty dwelling, 
To the throne is all compelling ! 

Death with fear will then be quailing, 

As the dead of ages, wailing, 

Rise to judgment, without failing. 

Then the book of God’s own writing — 
Truth alone the pages lighting — 

Will be guilty souls indicting, 

Every secret thought and feeling, 

To the Judge at once revealing, 

None excusing, none concealing. 
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How shall wretched I be pleading ? 
Through what patron interceding, 
When the just are mercy needing? 
King, all majesty expressing, 

By free grace, Thy saved possessing, 
Save me, Fount of heavenly blessing ! 
Jesus, think what woes thou tasted, 
While for me to death thou hasted ; 
Let them not at last be wasted. 

Thou didst seek me, sad and sighing, 
God forsaken in Thy dying ! 

Be not fruitless all Thy trying. 
Righteous Judge, thy wrath delaying, 
Pardon me while I am praying ! 

While the day of grace is staying. 
Groaning, guilty, hear me speaking ! 
Blushes, sin and shame bespeaking ; 
Spare me, Lord, thy pardon seeking. 
Sinful Mary was forgiven, 

Thou didst call the thief to heaven, 
Hope to me was also given. 

Worthless are the prayers I’m raising ; 
Save me by Thy grace, amazing, 

From the fire for ever blazing ! 

From the goats, 0 Lord, divide me ! % 
And among Thy sheep, beside Thee, 
On Thy right, my place provide me. 
When the cursed, downward driven, 
To eternal flames are given, 

Call me with the blest to heaven. 
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Listen, Lord, to my petition — 
Crushed in heart, in deep contrition — 
Save, oh I save me, from perdition. 

On that day of bitter weeping, 

When from dust and mortal sleeping, 
Man is called to final hearing, 

Spare me, God, on my appearing ! 
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THOMAS A KEMPIS. 


Thomas a Kempis — Thomas Hamerken of Campen or 
Kempen — was born at Kempen in the Province of Over 
Yssel in Holland in 1380. He was educated at the 
University of Deventer, the Capital of the province, and 
afterwards entered among members of the Monastery of 
Mount St. Agnes, of the Order of St. Augustin. He 
there displayed great piety, patience and self-denial. He 
joined the Order of the Brothers of the Common Life, 
which was first established at Deventer, by Gerhard, the 
great, who was a native of Over Yssel. The members 
of that order had no monastic vows and devoted their 
lives to preaching and to teaching letters and religion to 
the young, supporting themselves by their industry, 
which they applied, principally, to copying books. He 
died in 1471, in the 91st year of his age. 

Wherever the Gospel is preached, the influence of this 
devout man is felt. The “Imitation of Christ,” which is 
now generally attributed to him, next after the Bible has 
been more frequently printed and more widely read, than 
any other religious book. It has been translated into 
every Christian language, and has been the welcome com- 
panion of devout Christians of every denomination. It is 
said that a traveling monk found an Arabic copy of it 
in the library of a king of Morocco, which his Moorish 
majesty prized beyond all his other books. ' 

The following is considered the best of his poems. 

16 
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&stant angelorum cftorl, 

Haubes cantant (Ereatort, 
l&egem cernunt tn becore, 

&mant corbe, laubant ore, 
Cinupanlfant, cltljartjant, 

Volant alts, stant tn stalls, 
jgjonant noils, fulgent stalls, 
tfforam g>umma ©rtnttate, 

Clamant jfcanctus, £>anetus, jfcanctus ? 

jfuglt bolor, eessat planetus 
Jn superna clbltate. 

Concors box est omnium, 

Ueum collaubentlum. 

JFerbet amor menttum 
Clare rontuenttum, 

ISeatam Crlnltatem In una Beltate, 
<Huam aborant jg>erapf)tm 
jperbentl In amore, 

Venerantur Cberublm 
Jngentl sub bonore— 
iWrantur ntmls ^Tfjroni be tanta mates 
tate. 
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THE JOYS OF HEAVEN. 


Angel choirs on high are singing, 

To the Lord their praises bringing, 
Yielding him in royal beauty 
Heart and voice, in love and duty ; 
Waving wings the throne surrounding, 
Timbrels, harps, and bells are sounding. 
See their heavenly vestments glisten, 

To their heavenly music listen ; 

Hear them, by the Godhead staying, 
Holy, holy, holy, saying. 

None that grieveth, or complaineth, 
In that heavenly land remaineth — 
Every voice, in concord joining 
Holy praise to God combining. 

Holy love their minds disposeth, 
Heavenly light to all discloseth 
Blessed Three in God united — 

Seraphs worshipping delighted, 

Sweet affection overflowing — 

Cherubim their rev’rence showing, 
Bowing low, their pinions folding — 
God’s majestic throne beholding. 
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DE GAUDIIS CCELESTIBUS. 


©f) quant pteclata regio ! 
3St quant becora legto 
3Sx angeltg et jjomtntfcus ! 

©b glorioga cibitag, 

Jn qua gumma tranquillitag, 
Hux et pax in cunctig ftnibug ! 


©ibeg buiug cibitatig 
l T egte nitent cagtitatig, 
Hegem tenent caritatig, 
4Ftrmum pactum unitatig. 
Jfron laborant, nil ignorant 
Jfron tentantur, nee bexantur, 
J&emper gani, gemper l&ti. 
©unctig bonig gunt replett. 
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Oh ! what fair and heavenly region I 
Oh I what bright and glorious legion, 
Saints and angels, all excelling ! 

In that glorious city dwelling, 

Which in rest divine reposeth, 

And sweet light and peace discloseth I 
Every one who there resideth, 

Clad in purity abideth, 

Charity their spirits joining — 

Firm in unity combining— 

Toil nor ign’rance undergoing — 
Trouble nor temptation knowing : 
Always health and joy undying, 

To them every good supplying. 
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Contemptu Mundi, 26, 28. 
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Crown of thorns, 70. 
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Cur mundus militat, 18, 28. 

Day of judgment, 32, 35. 

Day of threatened wrath, 111. 
Day of wrath, that final day, 116. 
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Deventer, 121. 
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Dies Irae, 32, 108, 110, 116, 118. 
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Easter hymn, 74, 78. 
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Father, God, my God, 8. 
Feckenham, 53. 

Fides orthodoxa, 1, 8. 
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Gerhard, 121. 
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Holy Spirit from above, 87 
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